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PUBLISHER S PllEl^ACE. 



FOB any one besides the author lo write a snitabie 
Prefkoe to one of lihe most e itr a or iinary booiks in tbo 

world, isy to say the least of it, a somewhat extraordinaxy 
undertaking, fiat the bookseller commands, and most be 
obeyed. It is now some 6we or six years ago, since I was 
called upon to write a Life of Lord Byron/^ to be pre- 
fixed to an edition o£ certain minor poems of his Lordship. 

Bless your heart! sir/* I ezclatmed, to the expectant 
bookseller, " I know nothiug of Lord Byron^s life : 1 know 
there has been a great deal of talk about him of late ; and 
where there is a good deal of talk, there is usually a great 
deal of scandal and falsehood, — which I dare say is the 
^ case in this instance; bat as to Lord Byroads Life, Iknow 
no more than the man in the moon *' Nonsense re- 
plied my bookseller ; *' you muu write it for ail that." 
" If I nrastr-I nmst so, xecoliecting the title *of oae of 
tfie chapters in Tom Jones, that " an author would write 
all the better for understanding his subject,^' I iiumediately 
set about to inquise ; and soon, what with a little chEiti<ehiA, 
and a great deal of Sir Egerton Bridges' Collins, I made up 
the Memoir. 

But to t}ns Fkefiure : — ^What can be saidi A prelaee, 

though usually written last, comes lirst, and is supposed 
to explain the author*s own views and motives ia publish- 

a3 
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ing his bode ; and in which he somettmbs takes occasion 
to cle&r up some points in the text which may not appear 
f|uite oleai^ ot he otherwise capable of misafiprehfliisioii. 
Now, when a preftce conies to be written by another band, 
though the writer, or editor, ought not to be charged with 
qiproTing of eveiy ttfaig in AeWeA*io prefaeed, he may 
foirly be supposed to give his sanction to tilie work gene* 
rally. 

Thia w^ eiiliftled JvJn^ seemt, I Im^vnet why, 
$L sort of eoiunoii fffmpettiy aiisiiigslr 4k0 booksellers : for 
we have had editions of all sorts and sizes* f from the ori- 
f^tAA Mqpetb ifMMir t9 the shabby tsro-peany ttash," 
6^ weekly instidment of abont twenty-^four duodecimo, 
badly printed^ pages. 1st shorty it has-been, and still is, one 
of Ae most p(q[ittlar poMs of the* present dayt^'-ainl^ 
what is the reason of tliisi To this question there have 
been various answers given. " The book^'' says one, " is 
Bd^^ety iic^«io«s» wM liie eomii^ taite 6f ^ 

age.'' Now this I deny.— In the first place, *' Doii Juan," 
as a book, is not liceniittns* Let those lastidious censors 
iMd DtoBi line MIO lM6^t0 say nothing of awny 
odier parts— of Milton's Paradise Lost, and then, if they 
canmonsistentlyy* accuse Lord Byroii's Muse of licentioiis- 
B«MU-^'T^* Atf puxie^ all lUDgsare pim;!' tot|^ pnri- 
tanicalf all things are impure ; with the exception of their 
Gwa laseiMs and pmnent lqfinns# maAy of which abound 
yfAA^oiSfiMik^ B&iite;if« 
it be true, as these pseudo-saints would have us believe, 
that the iicentioiisness of " Don Juan'' accounts for ils' 
popularity, what is iA tlos noise -ei Missioitaiyv and BiUe, 
and School Societies,— and Evangelism—- and Gospel-light 
abottt l ' t and^ if wo'nwgi believe their quarterly and ssuMial 
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reports, ef tfew aimM eommenccm^iit of tbe Mitleiiiaml-*^ 

Have we been preaching, and pmjrteg, and building 
chuicltes, and sending infidels ^ priaon, and persecuting 
and prosecutiiig blasphemers all to no purpose 1 Wfcen 
will the age become less licentious ? Surely we are in no 
lack of Meetings and Metiiodism to accomplish the good • 
work of 

No, no ! this is the age of canting ; and your canting fel- 
lows are no great enemies to secret licentiousiiesSy howerer 
diejf may puUidy pr^ aad pray against "It f Md Ibty oifly 
raise the cry of licentiousness against a work, to ** make 
believe'^ that they abhor the thing itself* But the very great 
eagetMsi wiHi 'Wlach the wflbf of my Lor€ BytoA ans 
read, is a proof that the taste of the age for true poetical 
beauty y for " the celestial lire of genius, and the vigour of 
ikoUe s oulii aen t/' i» iiHMasing. The Southeyans, l!he 
Wordsworthians, and the whole tribe of their canting and 
childi^ admirersr aare sinking into oblivion ; and we are 
gMfaially retunim^ to Ae true fMt, (stHhough, to uae Ace 
words of our author. 

That modern phrase appears to me aad «tuff/') 

or tnie poetical feeling, with which the admirers of Milton, 
I>ryden, and Pope have et&t ^eeu inspired. 

I have been informed, that Lord Byron has lately been 
joined, in his literary pursuits and continental retirement, 
by a late wnAl-knotim Editor of & poptdar Sunday News- 
paper. Personally known as that gentleman is to the 
writer of this Preface, nothing more is required to con- 
itntf hte persuasion, that, whatever may be the political 
or theological views of these gentlemen, honour is the* 
basis of their conduct, and integrity of principle that. 
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wiiicii guides them in whatever, either jointly or sopa^ 
Mtely* ikej send forth into the world. With their opiiiioii» 

we have nothing to do, but to confute, reject, or overlook 
them. * 

The apparently loose and wandeiing style which appears 

in many of the lines in ** Don Juan," are amply made up 
by the great majesty, beauty, and brilliancy of the rest. 
The poem is oosfessedly saltrkal» and in many places lu- 
dicrous; and a more luxuriant mixture of the sublime, 
the beautiful, and the humorous was never before exhi« 
bited» The admirers of Uudibraa (and who, except the 
censurers of *' Don Juaji," does not admire that excellent 
satire 1) camiot but be pleased with the hudibtxisUcim of 
some parts of the. foUowing work ; whilstf on the other 
hand, the lovers of the pathetic will be amply gratified by 
the truly affecting details interspersed throughout the 
several cantos. 

The author's digressions are certainly numerous ; but 
they will repay the reader's patience by their great- 
interest* 

The criticisms on some of our modern poets are very 
severe } but they have been provoked by the unmanly at- 
tadbs made upon the antbor by those against whom his 
lordship's criticisms are directed. 
But it is said Lord Byron has no religion. This phrase, 
to have no religion," is very fashionable ; but very un- 
meaning : for it is applied to all those who may happen to 
differ from us in some points of our creed. Hence, we 
say of such an one, He has no religion,^' merely beeaose 
he has not got our religion. If his lordship is, indeed, as 
^ reported, an unbeliever in the Christian doctrines, X am 
for it : but the loss is his own; and he has- as 
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much numl and natural light to belioTe in and worship 

one God, as we Christians have to pay adoration to 
three persons in one incomprehensible divine hypostasis* 
IfLordByvon's 

— — Altars arc the monntains and the ocean, 
" Earthy air, and stars,— all that springs from the Great Wbole, 
** Who liath produced, and will reeeive the soul" 

they were Adam's, and Abraham's, and Isaac's, and Ja- 
Gob% before him ; it is hA^rnnSiyg jn ^ Christian to 
ad npttn the advice off St. Paol, who said^ Him that is 
weak in the faith, receive ye ; but not to doubtful dispu- 
tations and let those to whom God hath given more faith 
(for fiHth is the gift of God/') than to the author of Don 
Juan, be thankful for their superior light, and, by setting 
Deists a good example,— «ot by railing and abuse,--^- 
deavour to bnng tftsni also into the right way. 

As to the poem itself, in a moral point of view, the 
writer of this preface, himself a Christian £rom the hxmr 
est conviction ; and being a member of that portion. o^ 
what are usually denominated " the learned professions/', 
which particularly calls upon him to " defend the faith," 
-though not by law,**— must confess, that he sees no- 
thing in it, as a whole — L e, as far as the noble author has 
proceeded — at all objectionable, when viewed in its pro- 
per light, and with that Christian allowance which we 
are bound to make for his lordship ^s own views, opinions, 
and motives* .Let others think as they may ; for my own 
part, ** Pints tipud no$ vera ratio vaUat quam tndgi opinio ;** 
and, if I err in this determination, 1 have at least Cicero 
for my companion. 

It is not probable that my Lord Byron will ever see 
this edition of Don Juan 3 but, should it be otherwise, the 
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Edilbr, (or ratfter Prefkc^-wrhw, for tli&t fe the extent of 
my labour in this work,) would adYise him to hasten the 
oempletioii of a poem ^it^hich catmot bat give deli^rlit to 
evefy admirer of genius ; but the principal reason wlilck 
induces one to wish the conclusion of Don Juan, agree- 
ably to the ettdiit iiitiilMCted by the noble autlior, is to 
iave that dreadful rake,— -that fanatic in love, — that vile 
• enthusiast in intrigue, safe and fast shut up in hell, — a 
{li^iirbicb LordBymn f^m fb tegaid airotte blrefv^^r- 
eion for all such IreWon lovers of pleasure. When iSA 
lordship has accomplished this act of justice, he "^11 
hamirtfB^d up tli6 ifraud mofaF' of his poeita. Bft& 
true Christians this is *' a consummation devontty to be 
wished." We shall then psirdon aH the warm and '* hcen- 
tioua*^ ^ietdMi^ ibr wMch thi3 aditflred' atid cen* 

sured, praised and condemned ; — only let his lordship keep 

his word, to send Don Juan to ^ the blackness of darkness 

« 

for ever and for ever,^-i^>nly 1^ ntt hard the assurance that 

the time will come when all such characters, 

** While we enjoy the heavenly love, 

Must in dread torments dwell ; 
And howl, (while we sing hymns above,) 

And blow the flames of hell," 

and aflf will be rig^ht. ' 
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CANTO I. 



I. 

I wAVT a hero : an oncomsion want^ 

When every year and month sends forth a new one, 

, Till, after cloying the gasettes -with cant, . 

The age discovers he is not the true one ; 
Of such as these I should not care to vaunt, 

I'll therefore take our ancient friend, Don Juan, 
We all have seen him in the pantomime 
Sent to the doTil some-what ere his time* 

II. 

S- Vernon the botcher^ Cnmberland, Wolfe, Ha^e, 

Prince Ferdinand, Granby, Burgoyne, Keppel, Howe* 
Evil and good have had their tithe of talk, 

And filPd their sign -posts then, like Wellesley now ; 
Each in their turn like Banquets monarchs stalk, 

Followers of fame, ** nine farrow" of that sow j 
France, too, had Buonaparte and DumourieiTt 
Recorded in the Moniteur and Courier* 

III. 

Bamave, Brissot, Condorcet, Mirabeau, 
Petion, Clootz, Danton, Marat, La Fayette, 

Were French, and famous people, as we know; 
And there were others, scarce forgotten yet, 

Jouben, Hoche, Marceau, Lannes> D^ssaiZy Morean, 
With many of the military set, 

Exceedingly remarkable at times. 

But not at all adapted to my rhymes. 

A 
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IV. 

Nelaon wm once Bzitanida't godof wir. 

And still shoiild be so, bat the tide is tarn'd; 
There's no more to be said of Trafalgar, 

Tis with our hero quietly inurn'd ; 
Because the army's grown more popular. 

At which the DavaJ people are concerned : 
Besides, the Prince is all for the land-service, 
F<ngetting Duncan, Nelson, Howe, and Jenris. 

* 

Brave men were living before Agamemnon, [l] 

And since, exceeding valorous and sage, 
A good deal like him, too, though quite the same none ; 

But then they shone not on the poet's page. 
And so have been forgotten : — I condemn none. 

But can't find any in the present age 
Pit for my poem, (that is, for my new one \) 
So, as I said, I'll take my friend Don Juan. 

VI. 

Most epic poets plunge in ** medias res,*' 

(Horace makes this the heroic turnpike-road) 

And then your hero tells, whene'er you please^ 
What went before — by way of episode. 

While seated, after dinner, at his ease. 
Beside his mistress in some soft abode^ 

Palace, or garden, paradise, or caiireni. 

Which senres the happy ooiqple for atavenu 

VII. 

That is the usual method — ^but not mine — 
My way is to begin with the beginnings 

The regularity of my design 

Forbids all wandering as the worst of mmiing. 

And therefore I shall open with a line 

(Although it cost me half an hoitr in spimong) 

Narrating somewhat of Don Juan's father. 

And also of his mother, if you'd rather. 

^ ■ 
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VIII. 

In Seville was he born, a pleasant city, 

Famous for oranges and women — he 
Who has not seen it will be much to pity, 

So says the proverb— -and I quite agree ^ 
Of all the Spanidi towns theraif B€m more pielty» 

Cadis perhaps — ^but that you soon may eee i 
Don Juan's parents lived beside the river, 
A noble stream^ and oalled Ubib Guadalqniver, 

« 

IX. 

His father^s name was Jose — Don of coursef 

A true Hidalgo, free from every stain 
Of Moor or Hebrew blood, be tiMed his source 

Through the most Gothic gentlemen of Spain : 
A better cavalier ne^er mounted horse. 

Or, being mounted, e'er got down again. 
Than Jose, who begot our nero, who 
Begot— but that'll to come Well» to renew; 

X. 

His mother was a learned lady— famed 
For every branch of every science known— 

In every Christian language ever named. 
With virtues equalled by her wit alone. 

She made the cleverest people quite ashamed. 
And even the good with inward envy eroan, 

Unding themselves so Tory muck exceeded 

In their own way, by all the things that she did. 

XI. 

Her memory was a mine— she knew by heart 
All Calderon, and greater part of Lope, 

So that if any actor missM his part. 
She could have served him for the prompter's copy ; 

For her Feinagle^s were an^useless art, 
And he hinmlf obliged to shut up shop— he 

Could never make a memory so fine as 

That which adornM the brain of Donna Inez. 

A 2 
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Her favourite science was the mathematical^ 

Her noblest virtae was her magnanimity. 
Her wit (she sometimes tried at wit,) was Attic all. 

Her serious sayings darkened to sublimity ; 
In shorty in all tmngs she was' fairly what I call 

A prodigy — ^her morning dress was dimity, 
Her evening silk, or, in the summer, muslin, 
And other stuffs, with which I won't stay puzzling* 

She knew the Latin--4hat is, The Lord's Prayer,'' 

And Greek — ^the alphabet — ^I*m nearly sure ; 
She read some French romances here and there. 

Although her mode of speaking was not pure ; * 
For native Spanish she had no great care, 

At least her conversation was obscure ; 
Her thoughts were theorems — her words a problem — 
As if she deem'd that mystery would ennoble 'em» 

XIV. 

She liked the English and the Hebrew tongue. 
And said there was analogy between 'em ; 

She proved it somehow out of sacred song, 

But I must leave the proofs to those whoVe seen 'em : 

But this I heard her say, and can't be wroDg, 

And all may think which way their judgments lead 'em, 

** Tis strange — the Hebrew noun which means * I am,* 

" The English alwaya use ta govern d— n*"' 
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XVI. 

In shorty she was a walking calculation. 

Miss Edgeworth's novels stMiping Ixoni their QQY9n, • 
Or Mrs. Trimmer^s books on eaucatioa^ 

Or " Ccelebs' Wife" set out in qoaat of loven. 
Morality's prim personification^ 

In which not dnvy'sself a flaw discorerSj 
To others' share let female ecrors Ml/' . 
For she had not even one—the worst of alU 

Oh she was perfect,^^ past all parallel— 
Of any modem female saint's comparison ^ 

So fax above the conning powers of heU, 
Her gnardian angel had given up his ganison ; 

Even her minutest motions went as well 
As those of the best time-piece made by Harrison : 

In virtues nothing earthly could surpass her» 

Save thine-*' incomparable oil," Macassar ! [2j 

XVIII. 

Perfect she was, but as perfection is 

Insipid in this naughty world of ours. 
Where our first parents never leamM to kiss» 

Till they were exiled from their earlier bowers. 
Where all was peace and innocence, and bliss, 

(I wonder how they got tluough til&e twelve hours) 
Don Jose, like a lineal son of Eve, 
Went plucking various fruits without her leave. 

XIX. 

He was a mortal of the careless kind. 
With no great love for learning or the leam'd. 

Who chose to go where'er he had a mind. 
And never £eam'd his lady was concem'd ^ 

The world, as usual, widkedly inclined 

. ' To see a kingdom or % house o^ertum'd, 

Whispered he had a mistress, some say two. 

But for domestic quarrels one will do. 

A 3 
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XX. 

Now Donnalnes liad» widi all her merit, 

A great opinion of lier own good qualities : 
Neelect, indeed, requires a saint to bear it, 

And such, indeed, she was in her moralities ; 
But then she had a devil of a spirit, 

And sometimes mix'd up fancies with realities. 
And let few opportunities escape 
Of getting her Hege lord into a scrape. 

This was an easy matter witb a man 

Oft in the wrong, and never on his guard : 

And even the wisest, do the best they can, 

Have moments, hours, and days, so unprepared, 

That you might " brain them with their lady's fan j*' 
And sometimes ladies hit exceeding hard. 

And fans turn into falchions in fair hands. 

And why and wherefore no one understandiU 

xxir« 

'Tis pity learned virgins ever wed 
With persons of no sort of education. 

Or gentlemen, who, though well bom and bred. 
Grow tired of scientific conversation ; 

I don't choose to say much upon this head, 
I'm* a plain man, and in a single station. 

But— oh 1 ye lords of ladies i^ieileictAai, 

Inform us tmly, have they notTlren-peeked you all 1 

' Don Jose and his lady quarrell'd — ^why, 

Not any of the many could divine. 
Though several thousand people chose to try, 

^was surely no'ooneem of their's nor mine > 
I loathe that low vice, curiosity. 

But if there's any thing in which 1 shine 
'Tis in arranging aU-my friends' afiairs, 
Not having, of my own, domestic cares. 
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And 80 1 inlevfered, and with theibest 
IntentioiiSy but their tqMment was not kmd ; 

I think the fo<di8h people were possess'd. 
For neither ot them could I erer find, 

Although their porter afterwards confessM — 

But that's no matter, and the worst's behind. 
For little Juan o*er me threw, down stairs, 
A pail of housemaid's water unawares^ 

XXV. 

A litde curlv-headed good-for-nothing. 
And ndflctdef-maldng monkey from his fairth } 

His parents ne'er agreed, except in doting 
Upon the most unquiet imp on ea«th : 

Instead of quarrelling, had they been but both in 
Their senses, they'd have sent young master forth 

To school, or had him soundly whipp'd at home. 

To teach him ij^aimers for the time to come. 

XXVI. 

i 

Don Jose and the Donna Inez led 

For some time an .unhappy sort of life, 
Wishing each other, not divorced, but dead ; 

They lived respectably as man and wife, 
Their conduct was exceedingly well-bred. 

And gave no outward signs of inward strife. 
Until at length the smothered lire broke out. 
And put the business past all kind of doubt. 

XXVII. 

For Inez called some druggists and physicians, 
And tried to prove her loving lord was mad, 

But as he had some lucid intermissions^ 
She next decided he was only bad ; 

Yet when they asked her for her depositions. 
No sort of explanation could be had, 

Save that her duty both to man and God 

Required this conductupkich seem'd very odM 
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Sbe kept a journal, wliere his faults were noted. 
And opened certain trunks of books and lettan» 

All whicfai mieht, if occasion serFed» be quoted: 
And then we had aU Seville for abetUm, 

Besides her old grandmother, (who doted ;) 
The hearers of her oaee became repealers: 

Then advocates, inquisitors, and judges. 

Some for amusement, others for old grudges* 

XXIX. 

And then this best and meekest womsA bone 
With such eeeeai^ her hnsfaaad'e woes. 

Just as the Spartan ladies did of yore. 
Who saw dieir spouees fcilTd, and oobfy chose 

Never to say a word tbmst them more— 

Caluily she heard each calumny that rose, 
And saw his agonies with such sublimity. 
That all the world exdaim'd, " Wh^t magnanimity 

No doubt, this patience, when the woiid is damning us. 

Is philosophic in our former fnends; 
Us also pleasant to be deemed magnanimous. 

The more so in obtaining our own ends ; 
And what the lawyers call a malus animm,** 

Conduct like this by no means comprehends : 
Revenge in person 's certainly no virtue. 
But .then 'tis not my fault iio&m hurt you« 

XXXI. 

And if our quarieb should rip up old stories. 
And help them with a lie or two additional ; 

Fm not to blame, as you well know, no more is 
Any one else— ^they were become traditional ; 

Besides, their resurrection aids our glories 

By contrast, which is what we just were wishing. ail: 

And science profits by this resurrection — 

Dead scandals form good subjefQUL^^r dissection. 
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XXXII. 

Their Mends hftd tried at TeconciUation, 
Then their relaticmBy made matters worse t 

(*Twere hard to tell upon a like occasion 
To whom it may be best to have recourse — 

I can't say much for friend or yet relation :) 
The lawyers did their utmost for divorce. 
But scarce a fee was paid on either side. 
Before, unluckily, Don Jose died. 

XXXIII. 

He died : and most nnluckily, because 
According to all hints I could collect 
From counsel learned in those kind of laws, 

(Although their talk's obscure and circumspect) 
His death contrived to spoil a charming cause : 

A thousand pities also with respect 
To public feeling, which on this occasion 
Was manifested in a great sensation. 

XXXIV« 

But ah ! he died ; and buried with bim lay 

The public feeling and the lawyers* fees : 
His house was sold, his servants sent away, 

A Jew took one of his two mistresses, 
A priest the other- — at least so they say; 

I ask'd the doctors after his disease, 
He died of the slow fever called the tertian^ 
And left Ms widow to her own aversion* 

XXXV. 

Yet Jose was an honourable man, 

That X must say, who knew him very well : 

Therefore his frailties I'll no further scan, 
Indeed there were not many more to tell ; 

And if his passions now and then outran 
Discretion, and were not so peaceable 

As Numa's, (who was also named Pompilius,) 

He had been ill brought up» and was bom biUous.r 
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/ Whate'er might be his worthlessness or worth, 
' Poor fellow ! he had many things to wound hiiUf 
« Let^s own, since it can do no good on earth ; 

It was a trying moment that which found turn 
' Standing alone beside his desolate hearth : 

Where all his household gods lay shiyer*4fDluul liw ; 
No choice was left his feeli^ or ius pridet 
Save deatb or Doctors* Commons-^ hi jttmL 

XXXYII^ 

Dying intestate, Juan was sole heir 
To a chancery suit, and messuages, and landiii 

Whichi with a long minmty, and care^ 
Ftomised to tam out well in proper hands : 

Ines became sole gaardiaaf which was fair ; 
And aaswerM but to Nature's just demaiids $ 

An only son left with an only mother 

Is brought up mudi more ^«nsely than anotheiv 

XXXVIII. 

Sagest of women, even of widows, she 
Resolved that Juan should be quite a paragofi^ 

And worthy of the noblest pedigree : » 
(His sire was of CastUe, his dam from Anagoo*) 

Then for accomplishments of chivalry. 
In case our lord the king should go to war again. 

He leam'd the arts of riifi^, fencing, guimeryt 

And how to scale a fortress— or a nunneiy. 

XXXIX. 

But that which Donna Inez most desired. 
And saw into herself each day before all 

The learned tutors whom for him she hired. 
Was, that his breedbg should be strictly moral ; 

Much into all his studies she inquired : 
And so they were submitted first to her, all. 

Arts, sciences, no branch was made a mystery 

To Juan's eyes, excepting natural history* 
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XL. 



The langitagesy eqpedally the dead. 
The idencesi aiid moit of aU the ahrtruae. 

The aits, at least aU sach as eoold be said 
To be the moit femote from comnioii nee. 

In all these he was much and deeply read ; 
But not a page of any thing that's loose. 

Or hints continuation of the species, 

Was ever suffered, lest he should grow ▼idoot. 

XLI. 
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Who in the earlier ages raised a bustle. 

But never put on pantaloons or boddices ; 
His reverend tutors had at times a tussle. 

And for ^neids, Iliads, and Odysseys, 
Were forced to make an odd sort of apology^ 
for Donna Inec dreaded the mythology* 

Ovid's a rake, as half his verses show him, 
Anacreon's morals are a still worse sample, 

Catullus scarcely has a decent poem, 

I don't think Sappho's ode a good example. 

Although [3] Longinus tells us there is no h3nim 

Where the sublime soars forth on wings more ample ; 

But Virgil's songs are pujre, except that horrid one 

Beginning with **Farmomm Fattar Carydmu*^ 



XLIII. 

lAicretius' irreligion is too strong 

For early stomachs, to prove wholesome food ; 
I can't help thinking Juvenal was wrong, 

Although no doubt his real intent was good. 
For speaking out so plainly in his song. 

So much indeed as to be downright rude ; 
And then what pnqper peraon can be partial 
To all thoae namecme'ep^prauni of Mavtiall 
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XLIV. 

Juan was taught from out the beat edition^ 
Expurgated by learned men, who place 

Judicionsiy from out the schoolboy's vision 
The grosser parts : but fearful to deface 

Too much their modest bard by this omission. 
And pitying sore his mutilated case, 

The^ only add them all in an appen&c, [4] 

Which saves, in fact, the trouble of an index I 

XLV. 

For there we have them all at one fell swoop. 
Instead of being scattered through the pages ; 

They stand forth marshall'd in a handsome troop. 
To meet the ingenuous youth of future ages. 

Till some less rind editor shall stoop 

To call diem back into their separate cages, 

Instead of standing staring altogether, 

like garden gods — and not so decent either. 

XLVI. 

The Missal too (it was the family Missal) 
Was omam^ted in a sort of way^ r 

Which andent mass books often are, and this all 
Kinds of grotesques illumisied ; and how Aey, 

Who saw those figures on the margin kiss all, 
Could turn their optics to the next and pray 
Is more than I know — but Don Juan's mother 
Kept this herself, and gave her son another. 

« 

XLVII.. 

Sermons he read, and Lectures he endured. 
And homilies, and lives of all the saints ; 

To Jerome and to Chrysostom inured. 

He did not take such studies for restraints ; 

But how faith is acquired, and then insured. 
So well not one of the aforesaid paints 

As Saint Augustine in his fine Confessions, 

Which makes tiie reader envy his transgressions* 
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« 

XLVIIl. 

This, too, was a sealed book to little Juan, 
I can't but say that his mamma was rights 

If such an education was the true one : 

She scarcely trusted him from out her sight ; 

Her maids were old, and if she took a new one 
You might be sure she was a perfect fright. 

She didUi» during even her husband's life — 

I recoitamend as much to every wife. 

XLIX. « 

Young Juan wax'd in goodliness and grace j 

At six a charming child, and at eleven 
With all the promise of as fine a face. 

As e*er to man's maturer growth was given : 
He studied steadily, and grew apace. 

And seem'd at least in the right road to heaven, 
Por half his days were pass'd at church, the other 
Between his tutors, conifessor, and mother* 

» 

At six, I said, he was a charming child. 

At twelve, he was a^ne but quiet boy ; 
, Although in infancy a little wild. 

They tamed him down amongst them ; to destroy 
His natural spirit — not in vain theytoil'd, 

j^t least it seemed so ; and his mother's jov 
Was to declare bow sage, and still, and steady, 

Her young philoeoplier was grown 'ali:8ady« 

» 

LI. 

I had my doubts, perhaps I have them sftill^ 

But what I say is neither here nor there : 
I knew his father well, and have some skill 

In character — but it would not be fair 
From sire to son to augur good or iU : 

He and his wife were an illHBorted pair — 
But scandal's my aversion — I protest 
Against all evil speaking, even in jest* 

n 
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^ hlU 

; For my pan I say nQtiiiiig---nQfdii]ig^--lmt 

Thii I will say— my xdasons are my own-^ 
That if I had an only son to put 

To school, (as God be praised that I have none} 
^is not with Donna Inez I would shut 

Him up to learn his catechism alone, 
No. no— I'd send him out betimes to college, 
For there it was I pick'd up my owa knowledge, 

JAIU. 

For there one leani»— 'tis not for me to<boast. 

Though I acquired— but I pass over that. 
As well as all the Greek I since have lost : 

I say that there's the place — ^but " Verbum sat,** 
I think I pick'd up too, as well as most. 

Knowledge of matters — but no matter toAot— 
I never married — ^but I think I know 
That sons should not be educated so» 

LIV. 

Young Juan now was sixteen yearn of age. 
Tall, handsome, slender,, but weU knit I he seem'd 

Active, though n^t so sprightly as a page ; 
And every body but his mother deem'd 

Him almost man ; but she flew in a rage. 

And bit her lips (for else she might have scream'd) 

If any said said so, for to be precocious 

Was in her eyes a.thing the most atrocious^ 

• 

Amongst her numerous acquaintance, all . 

Selected for discretion and devotion. 
There was the Donna Julia, whom to call 

Pretty were but to give a feeble notion 
Of many charms in her as natural 

As sweetness to the flower, or salt to ocean* 
Her zone to Venus, or his bow to Cupid^ 
""^^at this last simile Ui trile and stt^id*) 

* 
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LVI. 

The darkness of lier ozmntal eye 

Accorded with ber Mooriah origin ! 
^Her blood was not all Spanish, by the by : 

In Spain, you know, this is a sort of sin.) 
When proud Grenada fell, and, forced to fly, 

Boabdill wept, of Donna Julia's kin 
Some went to Africa ; some staid in Spain, 
Her great great grandmamma chose to remain* 

h\lU 

Slie married (I forgot the pedigree) 

With an Hidalgo, who transmitted down 
His blood less noble than such blood should be j 

At such alliances his sires would frown. 
In that point so precise in each degree 

That they bred hi and in, as might be shown. 
Marrying their cousins — nay, their aunts and nieces^ 
Which always spoils the breed, if it increases. 

____ * 

This heathenish cross restored the breed again, 
Ruin'd its blood, but much improved its flesh ^ 

Por, from a root, the ugliest in Old Spain, 
Sprung up a branch as beautiful as fresh ; 

The sons no more were short, the daughters plain : 
But there's a rumour which I fain would hush, 

'Tis said that Donna Julia's grandmamma 

Produced her Don more heifs at tare than law# 

UX. 

However this might 'be, the race went on 
Improving still through every generation. 

Until it centered in an only son, 

Who left an only daughter ; my narration 

May have suggested that this single one 
Could be but Julia, (jrhom on this occasion 

I shall have much to speak about) and she 

Was married, charming* chaste, uid twenty^three* 
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LX. 

Her eye (rm very fond of handsome eyes) 
Was large and dark, suppressing half its fim 

Until she spoke, then through its soft disguise 
Flash'd an expression more of pride than ire. 

And love than either — and there would arise 
A something in them which was not desire. 

But would have been, perhaps, but for the soul 

Which straggled through and chasten'd down the wholes 

LXI. 

Her glossy liair was clvstez^d o W a brow 

Bright with intelligence, and fair, and smooth ; 

Her eyebrow's shape was like the aerial bow. 
Her cheek all purple with the beam of youth, 

Mounting, at times, to a transparent glow. 
As if her veins ran lightning ; she, in sooth, 

Possessed an air and grace by no means common — 

Her stature tall — I hate a dumpy woman* 

LXII. 

Wedded she was some years, and to a man 
Of fifty, and such husbands are in plenty ; 

And yet, I think, instead of such a one, 

*Twere better to have two of five and twenty^ 

Especially in countries near the sun ; 

And now I think on't, " mi vien in mente/' 

Ladies even of the most uneasy virtue 

Fieter a spouse whose age is short of thirty*. 

*Tis a sad thing, I cannot choose but say. 

And all the fault of that indecent sun. 
Who cannot leave alone our helpless clay. 

But will keep baking, broiling, burning on. 
That howsoever people fast and pray. 

The flesh is frail, and so the soul undone : 
What men call gallantly, and gods adultery, 
Is much more common where we climate's sultryi^ 
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Happy the nations of the moral north ! 

Where all is virtue, and the winter season 
Send- sin, without a rag on, shivering forth ; 

('Twas snow that brought St. Anthony to reason ;) 
Where juries cast up what a wife is worth 

By laying wliate'er sum, in malct, they pleaoe oa 
The lover, who must pay a haad«ome piioe. 
Because it is a maxketable vice. 

Alfonso was the name of Julia's lord, 

A man well-looking for his years, and who 

Was neither much beloved, nor yet abhorr'd ; 
They lived together as most people do^ 

Suffering each other's £dibles 1^ acQ0td» ' 
And not exactly eitliMr sue or fwo ; 

Yet he was jedoiis thoo^ he £d not shovr it» 

For jealousy disUfces die world to know it* 

LXVI. 

jjulia was-^et I never could see why — 
With Donna Inez quite a fitvoniile fiiend; 

Between their tastes there was ssonil synpadiyy 
For not a line had Julia ever penn'd | 

Some people whisper (but» no doubt diey Ue, 
For malice stiU imputes some private end) 

That Ines had, eire Don AUboso's marriage. 

Forgot with him her very prudent carriage ; 

LXVII. 

And that still keeping up the old conneiiqn* 
Which time had Is^ly rendered nmch move ehastet 

She to<dc his lady also in affectiott» 
And certainly this coarse was miuoh .the -best*: 

She flattered Jiuia iriih her sage proteotien. 
And complimented Don Alfonso's taste ; 

And if she could not (who cani) silence scandal. 

At least she left it a more slender handle* 

B 3 
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LXVIII. 

I can't tell whether Julia saw the affair 
With other people's eyes, or if her own 

Discoveries made, but none could be aware 
Of this, at least no symptom e'er was shown ^ 

Perhaps she did not know, or did not car6» 
Indi&reiit from the first, or callous grown : 

I*m really puzzled what to tliink or say. 

She kept her counse^iu so close a way. 

LXIX. 

Juan she saw, and, as a pretty child, 

Caress'd him often, such a thing might be 

Quite innocently done, and harmless styled. 
When she had twenty years, and thirteen he ; 

But I am not so sure I should have smiled 
When he was sixteen, Julia twenty-threOf 

These few short years niake wondrous alterations. 

Particularly amongst sun-burnt nations* 

LXX. 

Whatever the cause might be, they had become 

Chang'd ; for the dame grew distant, the youth shy^ 

Their looks cast down, their greetiI^9 almost dumb. 
And much embarrassment in either eye : 

There surely , will be little doubt with some 
That Bonna Julia knew the reason why. 

But as for Juan, he had no more notion 

Than he who never saw the sea of ocean. 

LXXI. 

Yet Julia's very cdidness still was kind. 

And tremulously gentle her small hand 
Withdrew itself from his, but left behind 

A little pressure, thrilUng^ and so bland 
And slight, so very slight, wat to the mind 
^Twas but a doubt ; but ne'er maridan's wand 
''^Yrought change with all Armida's fairv art 
e what this light touch left on Juan s heart. 
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LXXII. 

And if she met him, though she smiled no more. 
She look'd a sadness tweeter than her smile. 
As if her heart had deeper thoughts in store 

' She must not own, but cherish*d more the while,, 
For that compression in its burning core ; 

Even innocence itself has many a wile. 
And will not dare to tmst itself with tmdi. 
And love is taught hypocrisy from youth. 

LXXIII. 

But passion most dissembles yet betrays 
Even by its darkness, as the blackest sky 

Foretells the heaviest tempest, it displays 
tts workings through the ^ably guarded eye. 

And in whatever aspect it arrays 
Itself, 'tis still the same hypocrisy ; 

Coldness or anger, e'en disdain or hate 

Are masks it often wea^s, and still too late. 

LXXIV. 

Then there were sighs, the deeper for suppression. 

And stolen glances, sweeter for the theft. 
And burning blushes, though for no transgression. 

Tremblings when met, and restlessness when left ; 

All these are little preludes to possession, 

Of which young passion cannot be bereft. 
And merely tend to show how greatly love'is 
£mbarrass'd at first starting with a novice. 

LXXV. 

Poor Julia's heart was in an awkward state : 
' She felt it going, and resolved to make 

The noblest efforts for herself and mate, 

For honour's, pride's, religion's, virtue's sake \ . 
Her resolutions were most truly great, 

And almost might have made a Tar(iuin quake \ 
\\ She pray'd the Virgin Mary for her grace, 
j I As being the best judge of a lady's case. 
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LXXVI. 

She voVd she never would see Juan more^ 
And next day paid a visit to his mother. 

And look'd extremely at the opening door, 
Which, by the Virgin's grace, let in another; 

Grateful she was, and yet a little sore- 
Again it opens, it can be no other, 

'Tis surely Juan now — No I I'm afraid 

That night the Virgin wm no fiurtheor pmy'd. 

IiXXVIl. 

She now determined that a virtuous woman 
Should rather face and overcome temptation — 

That flight was base and dastardly — and no man 
Should ever give her heart the least sensation 9 

That is to say, a thought beyond the conunon 
Preference, that we must feel upon occasion^ 

For people who are plemnter than othei». 

But then they cm^ aeem so many brodienu 

LXXVIII. 

Aod even if by chanced—and who can telH 
The devil's so very sly — she should discover 

That all within was not so very well. 

And, if still free, that such or such a lover 

Might please perhaps, a virtuous wife can quell 
Such thoughts, and be the better when they're over ; 

And if the man should ask, 'tis but denial : 

I recommend young ladies to make triaL 

LXXIX. 

And then there are such things as love divine. 
Bright and immaculate, unmix'd ^, nd pure. 

Such as the angels think so very fine. 

And matrons, who would be no less secuzej 

Platonic, perfect, " just such love as mine:'' * 
Thus Julia said— and thought so, to be suc^^ 

And so I'd have her think, were I the man 

On whom her reveries celestfi^ tbju * 
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LXXX. 

Such love is inAocent, and may exist 

Between young persons wiuout any danger, 
A hand may first, and then a lip be kist ; 

For my part, to such doings I'm a stranger. 
But here these freedoms form the utmost list 

Of all o*er which such love may be a ranger ^ 
If people go beyond, 'tis quite a crime 
But not my fault— I tell them all in time* 

LXXXU 

liove, then, hot love within its proper limits. 
Was Julia's innocent determination 

In young Don Juan's favour, and to him its 

Exertion might be useful on occasion ; 
And, lighted at too pure a shrine to dim its 

Etherial lustre, with what sweet persuasion 
He might be taught, by love and her together — 
I really don't know what, noi Julia exdier., 

LXXXU. 

Fraught with tibds fine intention, and well fenced 

In mail of proof — her purity of soul, 
She, for the future of her strength convinced. 

And that her honour was a rock, or mole, 
Exceeding sagely from that hour dispensed 

With any kind of troublesome controul ; 
But whether Julia to the task was equal 
Is that which must be mentioned in me sequeL - 

LXXXIII. 

Her plan she deem'd both innocent and feasible. 

And, surely, with a stripling of sixteen 
Not scandal's fangs could fix on much that's seizable. 

Or if they did so, satisfied to mean 
Nothing but what was good, her breast was peaceable—^ 
A quiet conscience makes one so serene ! 
' ' Christians have burnt each other, quite persuaded 
I ] That all the apostles would have done as they did«^ 
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LXXXIV. 

And if in the mean time her imeband died. 
Bat heaven Ibrbid that such ja thoogfat should cross 

Her hrain, though in a dream ! (and then she sigh'd) 
Never could she survive that common loss ; 

But just suppose that moment should betide, 
I only say suppose it — inter nos, 

(This should be entre jwus, for Julia thought 

In French, but then the rhyme would go for nought*) 

I only bay suppose dds supposition : 
Juan being then grown up to man's estate 

Vt(ould fully suit a widow of conditioD, 

Even seven years hence it would not be too late ! 

And in the interim (to pursue this vision) 

The mischief, after aU, could not be great. 
For he would learn the rudiments of love, 
I mean'^e seraph W9jr of those above. 

lacxxvx. 

So much for JuKa : now well turn to Juan, 

Poor little fellow! he had no idea 
Of his own case, and never hit the true one j 

In feelings quick as Ovid's Miss Medea, 
He puzzled over what he found a new one. 

But not as yet imagined it could be a 
Thing quite in course, and not at all al aiming. 

Which, with a little patience, might grow charaiing. 

LXXXYIl* 

Silent and pensive, idle, restless, slow. 
His home deserted for the lonely wood. 

Tormented with a wound he could not know. 
His, like all deep grief, plunged in solitude : 

I'm fond myself of solitude or so. 
Bat then I beg^ it may be understood. 

By solitude I mean a suItan's,«not 

A hennif s, w^th a harem for a grot* 
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LXICXVIII. 

Oh Love ! in such a wilderness as this, 

" Where tranqpart and security entwbe. 

Here is the empire of thy perfect bliss, 

" And here thou art a god indeed diyine." 
The bard I quote from does not sin|^ amiss^ [5] 

With the exception of the second line> 
For that same twining traiiqM>rt and security/' 
Are twisted to a phnwe of some obscuii^* 

LXXXIX. 

The poet meant* no doubt» and thus appeals 

To the good sense and senses of mankind. 
Hie veiy tiling which eveiy body feels, 

As all hKVB found on triaJ» or may find. 
That no one Ukes to be disturbed at meals 

Or love* — won't say more about^' entwined/' 
Or ** transport," as we knew all that before, 
But beg " security" will bolt the door. 

, XC, 

Young Juaa waader'd by the glassy brooks, 

Thmkinf unutterable things ; he threw 
Himself at length within the leafy nooks 

Where the wild branch of the cork forest grew ; 
There poets find materials for their books. 

And every now and then we read them through. 
So that their plan and prosody are eligible, 
Unless, like Wordsworth, they prove imintelligible. 

XCI^ 

He, Juan, (and not Wordswortii) so puraued 

£Gs seUT-conunuttion with his own high soul. 
Until his mighty heart, in its great mood. 

Had mitigated part, though not the whole 
Of its disease ; he did the best he could 

With things not very subject to controul. 
And tumM, without perceiving his condition. 
Like Coleridge, into a metaphysician. 
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XCII. 

He thought about himself, and the whole earth. 
Of man the wonderful, and of the stars. 

And how the deuce they ever could have birth ; 
And then he thought of earthquakes and of wars. 

How many miles the moon might have in girtb. 
Of air balloons, and of the many bars 

To perfect knowledge of the boundless skies ; 

And then he thottght of Donna Julia's eyes. 

XCIII* 

In thoughts like these true wisdom may discern 
longings sublime, and aspirations high. 

Which some are bom with, but the most part learn 
To plague themselves withal, they know not why : 

'Twas strange that one so young should thus concern 
Ills brain about the action of the sky ; 

If you think 'twas philosophy that this cUd^ 

I can't help thinking puberty assisted. 

XCIV. 

He pored upon the leaves, and on the flowers, 
And heard a voice in all the winds ; and then 

He thought of wood nymphs and immortal bowers. 
And how the goddesses came down to.men: 

He miss'd the pathway, he forgot the hours. 
And when he looked upon his watch again. 

He found how much old £ime had been a winner-- 

He idso found that he had lost his dinner. 

xcv. 

Sometimes he tum'd to gaze upon his book, 
Boscan, or Garcilasso ; — ^by the wind 

Even as the page is rustled while we look, 
So by the poesy of his own mind 

Oyer tne mystic leaf his soul was shook. 
As if 'twere one whereon magicians bind 

Their spells, and give them to the passing gale. 

According td some good old woman's tale. 




Digitized by Gopgle 



DON JUAN. 



.27 



xcvi. 

Thus would be while Us lonely hoen away, - 
Diflsatififiedy not knowing what he wanted ; 

Nor glowing reverie, nor poet's lay, 

Could yield his spirit that for which it panted, 

A bosom whereon he his head might lay, 

And hear the heart beat with the love it granted. 

With several other things which I forget, 

Or which, at least* I Aeed not mention yet, 

xqvii. 

Those lonely walks, and lengthening rereries, 

Could not escape the gentle Julia's eyes i 
She saw that Juan was not at his ease ; 
But that which chiefly may and must surprise. 
Is, that the Donna Inez did not teaze 

Her only son with questions or surmise : 
Whether it was she did not see, or would not. 
Or, like all veiy cle¥er people, could not* 

XCVIII* 

This may seem strange, but yet 'tis very common ; 

For instance— gentlemen, whose ladies take 
Leave to o'erstep the written rights of woman, 

And break the — which commandment is't they break 1 
(I have forgot the number, and think no man 

Should rashly quote, for fear of a migtakfu) 
I say, when these same gentlemen are jealous, 
They make some blunder, which their ladies tall us. 

XOIX. 

A real husband always is suspicious. 

But still no less suspects in the wrong place. 

Jealous of some one who had no such wishes. 
Or pandering blindly to his own disgrace 

By harbouring some dear friend extremely vicious: 
The last indeed's infallibly the case ; 

And when the spouse and fnend are gone off wholly. 

He wonders at dieir vice, and not his folly. 
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Thus parents also are at times duMt-sighted ; 

Thougli watchful as the lynx, they ne'er discover, 
The while the wicked world beholds delighted. 

Young HopefuFs mistress, or Miss Fanny's lovert 
Till some confounded escapade has blighted 

The plan of twenty years, and all is over ; 
And then the mother cries — the father swears— 
And wonders why the devil he got heirs. 

CI. 

But Inez was so anxious and so clear 

Of sight, that I must think on this occasion. 

She had some other motive much more near 
For leaving Juan to this new temptation : 

But what that motive was, I shaVt say here : 
Perhaps to finish Juan's education. 

Perhaps to open Don Alfonso's eyes^ 

In case he thought fais^wife too greal a prise* 

It was upon a day« a summer's day ; 

Summer's indeed a veiy dangerous season. 
And so is Spring, about the end of May, 

The sun, no doubt, is the prevailing reason : 
But whatsoever the cause is, one may say. 

And stand con^rtcted of more tmth than treason. 
That there are months which natiisre glows more many int 
March has its hares, and May must have ka heroine* 

cnu 

'Twas on a summer^s day — the sixth of June :— 

I like to be particular in dates, 
Not only of the age, and year, but moon ; 

They are a sort of post-house, where the Fates 
Change horses, making history change its tume. 

Then spur away o'er empires and o'^ states^ 
LeaTing st last not nmch bc^Ulls chronology, 
Eteepting the post ^bifcs df f^logy. 
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MVa« on tlie Bwdi of Jubb, about tho liour 
Of half-past six— perhaps slill nearar seven. 

When Julia sat within as pretty a bower 
As e'er held houri in that heathenish heaven 

Described by Mahomet, and Anacreon Moore, 
To whom the lyre and laurels have been given. 

With all the tropnies of triumphant song. 

He won them well, and may he wear them long I 

She sate, but not alone ; — I know not well 

How this same interview had taken place. 
And, even if I knew, I should not tell — 

People should hold their tongues in any case } * 
No matter how or why the thing befel, 

But there were she and Juan, face to face- 
When two such faces are so, 'twould be wise. 
But very difficult, to shut their ey^ 

CVI* 

How beautiful she look'd ! — ^her conscious heart 
Glow'd in her cheek, and yet she felt no wrong* 

Oh Love ! how perfect is thy mystic art. 

Strengthening the weak, and trampling on the strong! 

Bow self-deceitful is the sagest part 

Of mortals whom thy lore hath led along — 

The precipice she stood on was imm^Me, 

So was her creed in her own innocence* 

CVII« 

She thought of her own strength, and Juan's youth^ 

And of the folly of all prudish fears. 
Victorious virtue, and domestic truth. 

And then of Don Alfonso's Mty years : 
I wish these last had not occurred in sooth. 

Because that number rarely much endears. 
And throu|;h all climes, the snowy and the sonny. 
Sounds ill in love, whatever it may in money « 

c2 • 
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When people say, " I've told you fifty times/* 
, They mean to scold, and Tory often do : 

• When poets say, " IVe written fifty rhymes," 

They make you dread that they'll recite them too j 
j In gangs of frjty thieves commit their crimes ; 
' • At fifty love for love is rare, 'tis true, 

; But then, no doubt, it equally as true is, 

. I A good deal may be bought ioi fifty louis. 
i 

CIX. 

Julia had honour, virtue, truth, and love. 

For Don Alfonso ; and she inly swore. 
By all the vows below to powers above. 

She never would disgrace the ring she wore. 
Nor leave a wish which wisdom might reprove ; 

And while she ponder'd this, besides much more^ 
One hand on Juan carelessly was thrown. 
Quite by mistake— she thought it was hex own ^ 

ex. 

Unconsciously she lean'd upon the other, 
Which play'd within the tangles of her hair ; 

And to contend with thoughts she could not smother. 
She seeiu'd, by the distraction of her air; 

'Twas surely very wrong in Juan's mother 
To leave together this imprudent pair, 

She who for many years had watchM her son so— 

Vm vefy certain mine would not have done so. 

CXI. 

The hand which still held Juan's, by degrees 
Gently, but palpably, confirmed its grasp. 
As if it said, ** detain me, if you please 

Yet there's no doubt she only meant to clasp 
' Lf^^'^ fingers with a pure platonic squeeze : 
^^ ^^^^he should have ahiunk as from a toad, or asp, 
^■l she imagined such a thing could rouse 
Mng dangerous to a prudent spouse. 
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CXII. 

I cannot know what Juan thought of this. 

But what he did, is much what you woruid do | 

Hb young lip thank'd it with a grateful kin. 
And then abashM at its own joy, withdrew 

In deep despair, lest he had done anun^ 
Love is so very timid when ^tie new : 

She blush'd and frowrfd not, bat die eteore to speaks 

And held her tongue, her voice was giown ao weak* 

The sun set, and up rose the yellow moon : 
The devil's in the moon for mischief; tkej 

Who called her OBAsn, methinke began too soon 
Their nomenclatoie; there is not a day. 

The longest, not the twenty-first of June, 
Sees half die bonness in a wicked way 

On which three single hoars of moonshine smil»^ 

And then she looks so modest.all the while. 

CXIV. 

There is a dangerous silence in that hour, 
A stillness, which leaves room for the foil sool 

To open all itself, widtfnit the powor 
Of calling whc^ back its self-controol ; 

The silver light iii^di, hallowing tree and tower. 
Sheds beaatj and deep softness oW the whde 

Breathes also to the heart, and o'er it throws 

A loving languor, which is not repose* 

cxv. 

And Julia sate with Joan, half embraced. 
And half retiring from the glowing arm. 

Which trembled like the bosom, where 'twas placed ; 
Yet still she must have thought there was no hamf 

Or else 'twere easy to withdraw her waist : 
But then the situation had its charm, 

And then God knows what next — can't go on > 

I'm almost sorry that I e'er begun* 
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CXVI, 

Oh Plato ! Plato ! you have paved the way. 
With your confounded fantasies, to more 

Immoral conduct by the fancied sway, 

Your system claims o'er the controuUess core 

Of human hearto, than ail the long array 
Of poets and romaoces: — YouVe a bore, 

A charlatan, a coxcomlH-«nd have heea. 

At beati no better than a go-between. 

CXVII. 

.And Julia's voice was lost, except in sighs. 
Until too late for useful conversation : 

The tears were gushing from her gentle eyes, 
I wish, indeed, they had not had occasion, 

But who, alas ! can love, and then be wise 1 
Not that remorse did not oppose temptation. 

And little still die stroye, and much repented. 

And whispering " I will ne^er consent,^'— consented. 

CXVIII. 

rris said that Xerxes offerM a reward 
To those that could invent him a new pleasure; 

Methinks the requisition's rather hard. 
And must have cost -his Majesty a treasure : 

For my part, Fm a moderate minded bard. 
Fond of a little love (which I call leisure) : 

I care not for new pleasures, as the old 

Are quite enough for me, so they but hold. 

CXIX. 

Oh Pleasure ! you're indeed a pleasant thing. 
Although one must be damn'd for you, no doubt : 

I make a resolution every spring 

Of reformation, ere the year run out ; 

But, somehow, this my vestal vow takes wing. 
Yet stUl I trust it may be kept throughout : 

Fm very sorry, very much ashamed. 

And mean next winter to be quite reclaimed. 
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cxx. 

Here my chaste Muse a liberty must take — 

Start not ! still chaster reader— she'll be nice hence — 

Forward, and there is no great cause to quake ; 
This liberty is a poetic licence, 

Which some irregularity may make * 

In the design ; and as I have a high sonse 

Of Aristotle and the Rules, 'tis fit 

To beg his pardon when I err a bit 

CXXl. 

This licence is to hope the reader will 

Suppose from June the sixth (the fatal day. 

Without whose epoch my poetic skill. 

For want of facts, would all be thrown away). 

But keeping Julia and Don Juan still 
In sight, that several months have passed) we'll say 

*Twas in November^ but Vm not so sure 

About the day— the era's more obscure. 

CXXII. 

« 

• ' We'll talk of that anon— 'Tis sweet to hear 
At midnight on the blue and moonlit deep 
The song and oar of Adria's gondolier. 

By distance mellow'd^ o'er the waters sweep : 
. 'Tis sweet to see the evening star appear ; 
I ^is sweet to listen as the night winds creep 

From leaf to leaf ; 'tis sweet to view on high 
f The rainbow, based on ocean, span the dkj. 

' OXXIII. 

Tis sweet to hear the watch-dog's honest bark 
Bay deep-mouth'd welcome as we draw near home : 

*Tis sweet to know there is an eye will mark 
Our coming, and look brighter when we come : 

*Tis sweet to be awaken'd by the lark. 
Or lulled by falling waters: sweetthehum 

Of bees, the Yoice of girls, the song of birds. 

The lisp of children, and their earliest word^.. 
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CXXIV. 

Sweet is the vintage, when the showering grapes^ 

In Bacchanal profusion reel to earth 
Purple and gushing : sweet are our escapes 

From civic revelry to rural mirth ; 
Sweet to the miser are his glittering heaps, 
. Sweet to the father is his first-born^s birth, 
J Sweet is revenge— espedaUy to womeiiy 
' Pillage to soldierSy pme^money to sevneiu 

cxxv. 

Sweet is the legacy, and passing sweet 

The unexpected death of some old lady 
Or gentleman of seventy years complete. 

Who've made " us youth" wait too — too long already 
For an estate, or cash, or countiy-seat, 
Still breakbg, but with stamina so steady. 
That ail the Israelites are fit to mob its 
Nejt owner for their doable damn'd post-obits. 

CXXVI. 

'Tis sweel to win, no matter how, one's laurels 

By blood or ink : 'tis sweet to put an end 
To strife : 'tis sometimes sweet to have our quairels^ 

Particularly with a tiresome friend : 
Sweet is old wine in bottles, ale in barrels ; 
Dear is the helpless creature we defend 
' I Against the world ; and dear tiie schoolbey spot 
' ! We ne'er forget, though there we are forgot. 

CXXjTII. 

But sweeter still than this, than these, than all. 
Is first and p^ionate love — it stands alone. 
Like Adam's recollection of his fall ; 

The tree of knowledge has been pluck'd— ^*s known. 
And life yields nothing further to recall 
^%Ay of tilb ambrosial Ai, so shown, 
in fsUe, as the nnforgiven 
Proniedieas fildiM for us from heaven. 
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CXXVIII. 

Man^s a strange animal, and makes strange use 

Of his own nature, and the various arts. 
And likes particularly to produce 

Some new experiment to show his parts j 
This is the age of oddities let loose, 

Where diflerent talents find their different marts ; 
You'd best begin with truth, and when you've lost your 
Labour, there's a sure market for imposture* 

GXXIX. 

What opposite discoveries we have seen ! 

(Signs of true genius, and of empty pockets :) 
One makes new noses — one a guillotine — 

One breaks your bones— one sets them in their sockets ; 
But vaccination certainly has been 

A kind of antithesis to Congreve's rocketSj 

cxxx. 

Bread has been made (indifferent) from potatoes ; 

And galvanism has set some corpses griimingi 
But has not answered like the apparatus 

Of the Humane Society's beginning. 
By which men are unsuffocated gratis : 

What wondrous new machines have late been spinning 1 



« • * « * • 

CXXXI. 

• * « « • • • 
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This is the patent age of new inventioDSy' 
For killing bodies, and for saving souls. 

All propagated with the best intentions : 

Sir Humphrey Davy's lantern^^ by which coab 

Are safely mined for in the mode he mentions^ 
Tombuctoo travels, voyages to the Polea, 

Are ways to benefit maakind, as true, 

Perh^M, as shootbg them at Waterloo. 

cxxxiu. 

Man's a phenomenon, one knows not what. 

And wonderful beyond all wondrous measure > 
TTis pity though, in this sublime world, that 
Pleasure's a sin, and sometimes sin's a pleasure f 
\ Few mortals know yrknX end they wwld be at, 
* But whether glory, power, or love, or treasure. 
The path is through perplexing ways, and when 

The goal is gain'd, we dte, you know— |ad the n 

I* 

What then ?— I do not know — no more do you— 
And so good night. — Return we to our sitoiy i 

^Iwas in November, when fine days are few. 
And the far mountains wax a little hoaiy. 

And clap a white cape on their mantles blue , 

And the sea dashes round their promontoiy^ ^ 

And the loud breaker boils against the rock. 

And sober suns must set at five o'clock. 

cxxxv. 

^was, as the watchmen say, a clou^ night; 

No moon, no stars, the wind was low or loud 
By gusts, and many a sparkling hearth was bright 

With the piled wood, round which the family crowd ^ 
There's something cheerful in that sort of light. 

Even as a suouner sky's without a doud ; 
I'm fond of fire, and crickets, and all that, 
A lobster, salad, and champagne, a^d chat» 
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CXXXYI. 

•Twas midnight — Donna Julia was in bed, 
Sleeping, most probably — ^when at her door 

Arose a clatter might awake the dead, 
If they had never been awoke before, 

Aind that they have been so we all have read» 
And are to be so, at the least once more— 

The door was fastenM, but with voice and fist 

First knocks weve heardt then Madamf— Madam— kist ! 

** For God's sake Madam— Madam — here*s my master 

" With more than half the city at his back — 
^ Was ever heard of such a curst disaster ! 

'Tis not my fault — I kept good watch— Alack! 
Do, pray undo the bolt a little faster— 
They Ve on the stair jast now, and in a crack 
^' Will all be here ; perhaps ke yet may flyw 
Surely the windovp^s not so vtry high V* 

CXXXVIII. 

By this time Don Alfonso was arrived. 

With torches, friends, and servants in great number; 
The major part of them had long been wived. 

And therefore paused not to disturb the slumber 
Of any wicked woman, who contriyed 

By stealth her husband^s temples to encumber ; 
Examples of tins kind are so contanoas» 

Were net mm piniishedj aU would be outrageous 

CXXXIX. 

I can't tell how, or why, or what suspicion 

Could enter into Don Alfonso's head : 
But for a cavalier of his condition 

It surely was exceedingly ill-bred. 
Without a word of previous admonition. 

To hold a levee round his lady's bed. 
And summon lackeyaf arm*d with fire and «wordt 
To prore himself tbe <hing he most aUuxrr'd* 
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CXL. 

^oor Donna Julia^ starting, as hem sleej^, 
(Mind — ^tbat I do not say — she had not slept) 

Began at once to scream, and yawn» and weep ; 
Her maid Antonia, who was an adept. 

Contrived to fling the bed-clothes in a heap. 
As if she had just now from out them crept : 

I can't tell why she should take all this trouble 

To prove her mistress had been sleeping double* 

CXLI. 

But Jolia mistress, and Antonia maid. 

Appeared like two poor harmless women, who 
Of goblins, bnt still more of men airaid. 

Had thought one man might be deterr'd by two. 
And therefore side by side were gently laid, 

Until the hours of absence should run through. 
And thiant husband should return and say, 

My dear, I was the £rst who came away/* 



cxux. 

Now Julia found at liength a voice, and cried,' 

In Heaven'^s name, Don Alfonso, what d*ye mean 1 
•* Has madness seized you ? — ^would that I had died 

Ere such a monster's victim I had been ! 
** What may this midnight violence betide, 
" A sudden fit of drunkenness or spleen 1 
*• Dare you suspect me, whom the thought would kill ! 
" Seuch, then, the room I" — ^Alfonso said, 1 wilL'* 

CXLIII* 

He searcli'd, the}j search'd, and rummaged eveiy where. 

Closet and clothe s'-press, chest and window-seat. 
And found much linen, lace, and several pair 

Of stock'mgs, slippers, brushes, combs, complete. 
With other articles of ladies fair, 

keep them beautiful, or leave them neat : 
^im^hey pricked and curtains with their swords, 
unded several shutters and some boards. • 
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. CXLIV.. 

Under tha b^d they saaidi'd, and tbm they fonnd — 

No mnXlejt what^k was not diat they, sought ; 
They open'd windows, gazing if the ground 

Had signs or ibotmarks, bnt the earth said nought. 
And then they stared each other's faces round : 
1 1 ^Tis odd| not one of all these seekers thought, 
f ; And seems to be almost a sort of blunder, 
. j Of looking in the bed as well as under. 

.CXLV. 

3>nring this inquisitio* Jnliaf s tongde 

Was not asleep—'' Yes» search and search/' she cried, 
''dnsult on insult heap, and wrong on wrong; 

*' It was for this that I became a bride! 
'* For this in silence I have suffered long 

** A husband like Alfonso at my side ; 
•* But now ril bear no more, nor here remain, 
^ If th^e be law,, or lawyers^ in all Spain. 

CXLV I. 

Yes, Don Alfonso t husband now no more, 

*' If ever you indeed deserved the name, 
" Is't worthy of your years ? — ^you have three-score, 
' *' Fifty, or sijrty — it is all the same — ^ 

Is't wise or fitting causeless to explore 

*' For facts against a virtuous woman's fame] 
" Ungrateful, perjured, barbarous Don Alfonso, 

How dare youi think your lady would go on so 

CXh\lU 

" Is it for this I have disdain'd to hold 
•* Hie common privileges of my sex ; 
" That I have chosen a confessor so old 

'* And deaf that any other it would vex, • . 

*' And never once he has had cause to scold, 
But found my very innocence perplex 
So much, he always doubted I was married-^ 
How Sony you will he when IVe miscarried. 
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CXLVIIl. 

** Was h for this that no Coitego «n 
" I yet have chosen from oat die joath of Sei^He ? 
Is it for this I scarce went taxy where» 
" Except to hull-fightfl» mass* play, itrnt, and revel t 
Is it for this» whatever my suitors were, 
** I favoured none~nay, was almost nnctvfll 
Is it for this that General Count O'Reilly, 
Who took Algiers, declare^ I used him vilely 1 [6] ^ 

CXUX. 

Did not the Italian Musieo Canaai 
Sing at my heart six months^ at least, in vim; 
** Did not his countryman. Count Conaani, 
** Call me the only virtuous wife in Spaint 
Were there not also Russians, English, many? 
The Count Strongstroganoff I put In pain, 
*' And Lord Mount Coffee-house, the Irish peer, 
Who kill'd himself for love (with wine) last year. 

CMs. 

** Have I not had two UAops at my feetl 

The Duke of Ichar, and Don Emaa Nunes, 

^' And is it thus a fhithiui wife you treaitt 

I wonder in what quarter now the moon is : 

I praise your vast forbearance not to beat 

*' Me also, since the time so opportune is— 

Oh, valiant man, with sword drawn and cockid trigger. 

Now, tell mo» don't you cut a pretty figure I • 

. CLI. 

** Was it for this you took your sudden journey. 
Under pretence of business indispensable. 
With that sublime of rascals, your attorney. 

Whom I see standing there, and looking sensible 
** Of having play'd the fool 1— though both I spurn, he 
Deserves the worst, his conduces less defensible. 
Because, no doubt, 'twas for his dirty fee. 
And not for any. love to you or me. . 
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CUU 

If he comes here to take a deposhloD, 
** By all means let the gentleman proceed ; 
•* You ve made the apartment in a fit condition 

There's pen and ink for you, sir, when you need — 
Let every thing be noted with precision, 
** I would not you for nothing should be fee'd; 
But as my maid's undrest, pray turn your spies out.'* 
OV aobb'd Aatoni^ I could their eyet oiil.'^ 
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There is the closet, there the toilet, there 
*' The anti-chamber— search them under, oyer, 
** There is the sofa, there the great arm-chair, 

*' The chimney— which would really hold a lover— 
, I wish to sleep, and beg you will tatke care 
" And make no further noise, till you discover 
The secret cavern of this lurking treasure— 
^* And when 'tii fim^di lei mei toQ, have that pieASiiiiD. 

CUV* 

" And DOW, Hidalgo ! now that you have thrown 
*' Doubt upon me, confusion over all. 
Pray have the courtesy to make it known— 
" Who is the man you search for? how d'ye call 
Him ?— what's his lineage 1— let him but be shown«-n 

I hope he'f vonng ana handsome— is he tail 
Tell me— and be assured, that since you stain 

^' My honoiir ttniii^ it ehAli not be lit vain. 

CLV. 

^ At least, perhaps, he has not sixty years, 

" At that age he would be too old for slaughter, 
" Or for so young a husband's jealous fears — 
** (Antonia ! let me have a glass of water.) 
I am ashamed pf having ahed these tears. 

They are nnwordi; of my fiiAher's daughter ; 
My motheir dreamed ip my natal hour 
That I should Ml in^ttioiister's power. 

D IS 
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*' Perhaps 'tie of Antonia you are jealous, 

" You saw that she was sleeping by my gifde 
" When you broke in upon us with your fellows : 

** Look where you please — we've nothing, sir, to hide. 
Only another time, I trust you'll tell us, 
" Or for the sake of decency abide 
A moment at the door, that we may be 
Drest to receive so much good company. 
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CLVII. 

" And now, sir, I have done, and say no more ; 

" The little- 1 have said may serve to show 
** The guileless heart in silence may grieve o'er 

" The wrongs to whose exposure it is slow ; 
** I leave you to your conscience as before, 

*• 'Twill one day ask you why you used me so ; • 
'* God grant you feel not then the bitterest grief! 
" Antonia ! where 's my pocket-handkerchief?" 

CLVIII. 

She ceased, and tum'd upon her pillow ; pale 
She lay, her dark eyes flashing through her tears. 

Like skies that rain and lighten : as a veil. 

Waved and o'ershading her wan cheek, appears 

Her streaming hair j the black curls strive, but fail. 
To hide the glossy shoulder, which tiprears 

Its snow through all ; — her soft lips lie apart. 

And louder than her breathing beats her heart. 

CLTX. 

The Senhor Don Alfonso stood confused ; 

Antonia bustled round the ransack'd room. 
And, turning up her nose, with looks abused 

Her master, and his myrmidons, of whom 
Not one, except the attorney, was amused ; 

He, like Achates, faithful to the tomb. 
So there were quarrels, cared not for the .cause, 
Knowing they must be settled by the laws. 
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CLX. 

* 

With prying snub-nose, and small eyes, he stood, 

Following Antonia's motions here and there. 
With much suspicion in his attitude ; 

For reputations he had little care ; 
So that a suit or action were made good. 

Small pity had he for the young and fair. 
And ne'er believed in negatives till these 
Were proved by competent false witnesses* 

CLXI. 

But Don Alfonso stood with downcast looks, 

And, truth to say, he made a foolish figure ; 
When, after searching in five hundred nooks, 

And treating a young wife with so much rigour. 
He gain'd no point, except some self rebukes^ ' 

Added to those his lady with such vigour 
Had pour'd upon him for the last half-hour. 
Quick, thick, and heavy — ns a thunder-shower. 

CLXII* 

At first he tried to hammer aji excuse, | 

To which the sole reply were tears, and sobs. 
And indications of hysterics, whose 

Prologue is always certain throes and throbs. 
Gasps, and whatever else the owners choose : i 

Alfonso saw his wife's, and thought of Job's ; i 
He saw, too, in perspective, her relations. 
And then he tried to muster all his patience. 

CLXIII. 

He stood in act to speak, or rather stammer. 
But sage Antonia cut him short before 

The anvil of his speech received the hanuner. 

With " Pray, sir, leave the room, and say no more. 

Or madam (Ues."— Alfonso mutter'd *' D — n her,**— , 

But nothing else, the time of words was o'er ; 

He cast a rueful look or two, and did. 

He knew not wherefore> that which he w^ bid. 

D S 
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CLXIV. 

With him retired h\» " posse comitatus,*' 

The attorney last, who lingered near the door, 

Reluctantly, still tarrying there as late as 
Antonia let him— not a little sore 

At this most strange and unexplained " hiatus" 
In Don Alfonso^B facts, which just now wore 

An awkward look : as he revolved the case 

The door was fasten'd in his legal face. 

CLXV, 

No sooner was it bolted, than — Oh shame ! 

Oh sin ! Ob sorrow ! and Oh womankind ! 
How can you do such things and keep your fame. 

Unless this world, and t'other too, be blind 1 
Nothing so dear as an unfilch'd good name ! 

But^o proceed — for there is more behind: 
With much heart-felt reluctance be it said. 
Young Juan slipp'd half smother'd from the bed. 

CLXVI. 

He had been hid — I don*t pretend to say 
How, nor can I indeed describe the where — 

Young, slender, and pack'd easily, he lay. 
No doubt, in little compass, round or square ; 

But pity him I neither must nor may 
His suftbcation by that pretty pair ; 

^were better, sure, to die so, than be shut 

With maudlin Clarence in his malmsey butt. 

CLXVIl. 

And, secondly, I pity not, because 
He had no business to commit a sin 

Forbid by heavenly, fined by human, laws, 
At least 'twas rather early to begin ; 

But at sixteen the conscience rarely gnaws 
So much as when we call our old aebts in 

At sixty years, and draw the accounts of evil. 

And find a deucid balance with the devil. 
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GLXVIII. 

Of his position I can give no notion ; 

Tis written in the Hebrew Chronicle, 
How the physicians, leaving pill and potion. 

Prescribed, by way of blister, a young belle, 
When old King David's blood grew dull in motion. 

And that the medicine answer'd very well ; 
Perhaps, 'twas in a difl'erent way applied, 
For David lived, but Juan nearly died* 

CLXIX. 

What's to be done ? — Alfonso will be back 

The moment he has sent his fools away : 
Antonia's skill was put upon the rack. 

But no device could be brought into play — 
And how to parry the renew'd attack 1 

Besides, it wanted but few hours of day ; 
Antonia puzzled — Julia did not speak, " 
But pressed her bloodless lip to Juan's cheek. 

CLXX. 

He tum*d his lip to her's — and with his hand 
Call'd back the tangles of her wandering hair ; 

Even then their lovo they could not all con^mand. 
And half forgot their danger and despair : 

Antonia's patience now was at a stand — 

** Come, come, 'tis no time now for fooling there," 

She whisper'd in great wrath — *' I must deposit 

This pretty gentleman within the closet : 

CLXXI. 

•* Pray, keep your nonsense for some luckier night — 

** Who can have put my master in this mood? 

What will become on't ! — I'm in such a fright, 

** The devil's in the urchin, and no good — 
*' Is this a time for giggling? this a plight? 

*' Why, don't you know that it may end in blood? 
'* You'll lose your life, and T shall lose my place, 
" My mistress all, for that half-girlish face. 
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SUiXll. 

Of twen^-fire €r <ldi^--<Goiiie, make liaite) 
** Bat for a dlild» what pieoe of work |s beisel 
I reaBy» aadam, ^^nder at your taale— 
*^ (Comfip BIT, get in)— my master must be near, 

" There, fpr the present, at the least, he^s bai, 
** And if we can but till the morning keep 
Our counsel — ^Juan, mi^d you muat not fih^f^** - 

Now, Don AUbaaoanierbg, baljri«ae. 
Closed the ocajtipa of the trusty oiaid : 

She loit^df and he told her to be gone. 
An order somewhat sullenly obey'd; 

However, present remedy was none, 

And no great good seemM answered if she sti^id 

Kegarding both with slow and sidelong view. 

She snuff d the.candKxortsied* and vittuUew* 
Alfonso paused « auniil^rHdMn hegfia 

Some strange excuses for his late proceeding ; 
He would not justi^ what he had done. 

To say the beat, it was extreme ill-breeding; 
But there were ample reasons for it, none 

Of xhich he specified in this his pleading ; 
His speech was a fine sample, on the whole. 
Of rhetoiic, which jjie ieam'A eall l!ly^^r^<f/^ 

JoUasai^ nQught; Hijio^gh aH the wMi|?4heie x^ee 

A ready : answer, which at once enables 
A matron, who her husband's foible kiiows. 

By a few timely words to turn the tables, r 
Which if it does not silence, still must pose. 

Even if it should comprise . a pack of fabled ; 
^Tis to retort, with firmnessi and when he 

Suapects with (m^As^^ig^^fs^y^ . 
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Julia, in fact, had tolerable grounds, 

Alfonso's loves and Inez were well known ; 

But whether 'twas that one's own guilt confounds. 
But that can't be, as has been often shown, 

A lady with apologies abounds; 

It might be that her silence sprang alone 

From delicacy to Don Juan's ear, 

To whom she knew his mother's fame was dear. 

CLXXVII. 

There might be one more motive, which makes two, 

Alfonso ne'er to Juan had alluded, 
Mention'd his jealousy, but never who 

Had been the happy lover, he concluded 
Concealed amongst his premises ; 'tis true. 

His mind the more o er this its mystery brooded ; 
To speak of Inez now were, one may say. 
Like throwing Juan in Alfonso's way, 

CLXXVIII. 

A hint, in tender cases, is enough ; 

Silence is best, besides there is a tact 
(That modem phrase appears to be sad stuff, 

But it will serve to keep my verse compact) 
Which keeps, when push'd by questions rather rough, 

A lady always distant from the fact — 
The charming creatures lie with such a grace, 
There's nothing so becoming to the face. 

CLXXIX. 

They blush, and we believe them ; at least I 
Have always done so; 'tis of no great use, 

In any case, attempting a reply. 

For then their eloquence grows quite profuse ; 

And when at length they're out of breath, they sigh. 
And cast their languid eyes down, and let loose 

A tear or two, and then we make it up ; 

And then — and then— and then— sit down and sup. 
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CLXXX. 

AMbiiAO dosed hb speech, and begged her pardon. 
Which JuUa half withheld, and then hair granted. 

And laid conditions, he thought, very hard on. 
Denying several little things he wanted : 

He stood, like Adam, lingering near his garden. 
With useless penitence perplexM and haunted. 

Beseeching she no further would refuse. 

When lo t he atumbled o'er a pair of shoes. 

CLXXXI. 

A pair of shoes ! — what thenl not much, if they 
Are such as fit with ladies* feet — ^but these, 

(No one can tell how much I grieve to say) 
Were masculine ; to see them, and to seize. 

Was but a moment's act. — Ah ! Well-a-day ! 
My teeth begin to chatter, my veins freeze— 

Alfonso first examined well their fashion. 

And then flew out into another passion. 

CLXXXIK 

He left the room for his relinquished sword. 

And Julia instant to the closet flew, 
" Fly, Juan fly ! — for Heaven's sake not a word — 

** The door is open — you may yet slip through 
*' The passage you so often have explored— 

" Here is the garden key — ^fly — fly — Adieu ! 
" Haste— haste I — I hear Alfonso^s hurrying feet — 
" Day has not broke — there's no one in the street.'* 

CLXXXIII. 

None can say that this was not good advice. 
The only mischief was it came too late : 

Of all experience 'tis the usual price, 
A sort of income-tax laid on by Fate : 

Juan had reachM the room-door in a trice, 
And might have done so by the garden gate. 

But met Alfonso in his dressing-gown. 

Who threatened death-— so Juan knocked him down. 
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CLXXXIV. 

Dire was the scxMe, and out went the light, 
Antonia cried out Rape!" and Julia " Fire 

But not a servant stirr'd to aid the fight : 
Alfonso, pommerd to his heart's desire. 

Swore lustily he'd be revenged this night ; 
And Juan, too, blasphemed an octave higher, 

His blood was ujp : though young, he was a Tartar, 

And not at all disposed to prove a martyr, 

CLXXXV. 

Alfonso's sword had dropp'd ere he could draw it. 
And they continued battling hand to hand. 

For Juan very luckily ne'er saw it ; 

His temper not bemg under great command. 

If at that moment he had chanced to claw it, 
Alfonso's days had not been in the land 

Much longer, — Think of husbands', lovers* lives ! 

And how ye may be doubly widows — wives ! 

CLXXXVI. 

Alfonso grappled to detain the foe, 

And Juan throttled him to get away. 
And blood ('twas from the nose) began to flow ; 

At last, as they more faintly wrestling lay, 
Juan contrived to give an awkward blow. 

And then his only garment quite gave way ; 
He fled, like Joseph, leaving it, but there, 
I doubt, all likeness ends between the pair, 

CLXXXVlI, 

Lights came at length, and men, and maids, 'who found 
An awkward spectacle their eyes before ! 

Antonia in hysterics, Julia swoon*d, 

Alfonso leaning, breathless, by the door. 

Some half-torn drapery scatter'd on the ground. 
Some blood, and several footsteps, but no more : 

Juan the gate gainM, tum'd the key about, 

And liking not the inside, lock'd the out. 
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CLXXXVItl. 

Here ends this canto ; — need I sing, or say, 

How Juan, naked, favoured by the night, 
Who favours what she should not, found his way, 

And reached his home in an unseemly plight ! 
The pleasant scandal which arose next day. 

The nine days' wonder which was brought to light, 
And how Alfonso sued for a divorce, 
Were in the English newspapers of course. 

CLXXXIX. 

If you would like to see the whole proceedings, 

The depositions, and the cause at full, 
The names of all the witnesses, the pleadings 

Of counsel to nonsuit, or to annul, 
There's more than one edition, and the readings 

Are various, but none of them are dull, 
The best is that in short-hand, ta'en by Gumey, 
Who to Madrid on purpose made a journey. 

. cxc. ^ 

But Donna Inez, to divert the train 

Of one of the most circulating scandals 
That had for centuries been known in Spain, 

At least, since the retirement of the Vandals, 
First voVd (and never had she vow'd in vain) 

To Virgin Mary several pounds of candles ; 
And then, by the advice of some old ladies. 
She sent her soi) to be shipp'd off from Cadiz. 

. CXCI. 

She bad resolved that he should travel through 

All European climes, by land or sea. 
To mend his former morals and get new, * . 

Especially in France and Italy, 
(At least this is the thing most people do.) 

Julia was sent into a convent : she 
Grieved, but, perhaps, her feelings may be better 
Shown in the following copy of h^r letter:— 

* 
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CXCII. 

" The^ tell me 'tis decided ; you depart ; 

" '1 is wise — 'tis well — but not the less a pain ; 
" I have no further claim on your young heart, 

** Mine is the victim, and would be again ; 

To love too much has been the only art 

" I used ; I write in haste, and if a stain 
" Be on this sheet, 'tis not what it appears, 
" My eye-balls burn and throb, but have no tears. 



CXCIII. 

I loved, I love you, for this love have lost 

" State, station. Heaven, mankind*8, my own esteem. 

And yet cannot regret what it hath cost, 

" So dear is still the memory of that dream ; 
** Yet, if I name my guilt, 'tis not to boast, 
, " None can deem harshlier of me than I deem : 
** I trace this scrawl because I cannot rest — 
• «' I've nothing to reproach, or to request. 

CXCIV. 

Man^s love is of manr's life a thing apart, 

" 'Tis woman's whole existence ; man may range 
" The court, camp, church, the vessel, and the mart, 

Sword, gown, gain, glory, oflFer in exchange 
" Pride, fame, ambition, to fill up his heart, 

" And few there are whom these cannot estrange ; 

Men have all these resources, we but one. 

To love again,, and be again undone. 

CXCV. 

' " You will proceed in pleasure and in pride, 

*' Beloved, and loving many ; and all is o'er 
• " For me on earth, except some years to hide 

My shame and sorrow deep in my heart's core, 
** These I could bear, but cannot cast aside « 

" The passion which still rages as before. 
** And so farewell— rforgive me — love me — No, 
That word is idle now — but let it go. 

£ 
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CXCVI. 

** My breatt has been all weaknett-— ii to yet ; ' 

But still I think I can collect my mind ; . 
^ My blood still rushes where my spirits set. 

As rolls the wave before the settled wind, 
** My heart is feminine, nor can forget— 

To all, except one image, madly blind ; 
" So shakes the needle, and so stands the pole, 
Aa vibrates my fond heart to my fixed souU 

CXCVII. 

** I have no more to say, but linger still, 
** And dare not set my seAl upon this sheet, 

** And yet I may as well the task fulfil, 
** My misery can scarce be more complete : 

" I had not lived till now, could sorrow kill : 

Death shuns the wretch who fain the blow would meet. 
And I must e^en survive this last adieu, 
To bear with life to love and pray for you 1'' 

CXCVIII. 

This note was written upon gilt-edged paper 
With a neat little crow-quill, slight and new : 

Her small white hand could hardly reach the taper. 
It trembled as magnetic needles do. 

And yet she did not let one tear escape her ; 
The seal a sunflower ; " EUe vous mu pai- totU,^^ 

The motto, cut upon a white cornelian ; 

The wax was superfine, its hue vermillion. 

CXCIX. 

This was Don Juan's earliest scrape ; but whether 

I shall proceed with his adventures is 
Dependant on the public altogether ; 

We'll see, however, what they say to this, 
Xheir favour in an author's cap's a feather. 

And no great mischief done by their caprice ; 
And if their approbation we experience, 
^ Perhaps they'll have some more about a year henca. 
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My poem's epici and is meant to be 

Divided in twelve books : each book containing 
With love and war, a heavy gale at sea, 

A list of ships, and captains, and kings leigning, 
New characters ; the episodes are three : 

A panorama view of helTs in training. 
After the style of Virgil and of Homer, 
So that my name of epic's no misnomer. 

CCI, 

All these things will be specified in time, 

With strict regard to Aristotle's rules, • 
The vade mecum of the true sublime. 

Which makes so many poets, and some fools : 
Prose poets write blank verse, I'm fond of rhyme. 

Good workmen never quarrel with their tools : 
I've got new mythological machinery, 
And very handsome supernatural scenery. 

con. 

There's only one slight difference between 

Me and my epic brethren gone before, 
And here the advantage is my own, I ween ; 

(Not that I have not several merits more» 
But this will more peculiarly be seen) 

They so embellish, that 'tis quite a bore 
Their labyrinth of fables to tread through. 
Whereas this story's actually true. 

CCIII. 

If any person doubt it, I appeal 

To history, tradition, and to facts, 
To newspapers, whose truth all know and feel. 

To plays in five, and operas in three acts ; 
All these confirm my statement a good deal, 

But that which more completely faith exacts 
Is, that myself, and several now in Seville, 
Saw Juan s last elopement with the devil. 
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ceiv. 

If ever I sboold condeaoend t» {iroM/ 
I'll write poetical commandments, wliadi ' 

Shall supersede beyond all doubt all those ^ 
That went heSote ; in time I «hall enrich 

My text with many d^gs tbttt no one knomr. 
And carry precept to the liighest pitch ; 

rU call the work^ Lonftbine Ver aBoltle»* 

Or, Every Poet bin own Atistotte.*' 

CCV. 

Thou shalt believe in Milton, Dryden, Pope ; ' " 
Thon shalt not sel up Wordsworth, ColevUget Sonth^^ 

Because the first is crazed beyond all hope* . 
The second dninkf the diva so qnaint andnuntthy ; 

mth Crabbe it may be diAcnlt to cope. 
And Campbell's Hippocrene is somewhat dmiliy ; 

Thou shalt not steal fiim Samuel 'Rogers^ nor^ 

Commit flirtation with the muse of Moore. • . 

CCVI. 

• 

Thou shalt not covet MftSouthey's Muse, ' ' ' 

His Pegasns, nor any thing that's his ; 
Thou shalt not bear fstee witness like the Bines/' 

(There's one» at least, is very fond of dis ;) 
Thoa shalt not write^ in sliort, oat ^at I cbeose ; 

This is tme catiriam» and you may kis8~ 
Exactly as you please or not, the rod» 
But if you don't. Til lay it on, by G— d ! 

cavil. 

If ai^ person should presume to aaaett 

This story is net moi;al, first, I pray. 
That they will not oq^ont before they're hnrl^ 

Then fiiat tliey'll read it o*er again and say, 
(But, doubUess, nobody witt be so pert) 

That this is not a moral tale, though gay ; 
Besides, in canto twelfth, I mean to show. 
The very place where wipKed people go. 
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CCVIII. 

If, after all, there should be some go blind 
To their own good, this warning to despise. 

Led by some tortuosity of mind, 

Not to believe my verse and their own eyes. 

And cry that they the " moral cannot find," 
I tell him, if a clergyman, he lies ; 

Should captains the remark or critics make. 

They also lie too— under a mistake. 

CCIX. 

The public approbation I expect, 

And beg they'll take my word about the moral; 
Which I with their amusement will connect, 

(So children cutting teeth receive a coral ,) 
Meantime, they'll doubtless please to recollect 

My epical pretensions to the laurel ; 
For fear some prudish readers should grow skittish, 
I've bribed my grandmother'9 review—^he British, 

OCX. 

I sent it in a letter to the editor. 

Who thaAk'd me duly by return of post — 

Vm for a handsome article his creditor : 
Yet, if my gentle muse he please to roast. 

And break a promise after having made it her. 
Denying the receipt of what it cost, 

And smear his page with gall instead of honey. 

All I can say is— Hhat he had the money, 

CCXI. 

I think that with this holy new alliance, 

I may ensure the public, and defy 
All other magazines of art or science. 

Daily, or monthly, or three monthly ; I 
Have not essay 'd to multiply their clients, 

Because they tell me 'twere in vain to try, 
And that the Edinburgh Review, and Quarterly, 
Treat a dissenting author very martyrly, 

E 3 
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ccxn. 

NmegohoefehmcalidajHimitd * " . ' 

" Conmle F(aiieo.''-^Horace Bsid, and A> ' * * 4/ 
Say I : by which quotation titofe ii metet a' ' 

ffint tMt some six or MTon good yean ago 
(Long ere I droamt of -dating f^m the BMrta) ' 

I was most ready to^Mnm a Mow, 
And would not brook at all this sort of thing ' • - 
In my hot jfouth— when George the third was king. 

GCXIII. 

But now at thirty years my hair is grey^ ' * • " • 

a wodAbv what it wilt bd ttke irilfottj ? ^ 
I thougbl of a peruke the other day) 

My heart is not much greener; mAt in short, I * 
Have squandered my whSe'kunlllier w^tfOe 'ti^'May, 

And feel no more the'^ifit to retort : ' I ' » . ^ 

Have spent my life, both interest and principal, 
And deem not, what I deemed, my soul invincible. 

OCXIV. 

No more— no more— 4>h ! 'lesveh isnM-M iIm " • ' ' 
The freshness dflihe'h^shlt cab ftUl like^dew^ 

Which out of all the lovely things we sM 
Extracts emotbnsrbeaunM an^'tiew,' ' 

Hived in our bosoinsQ like the bag o* the bee : • * • 
Think'st thou the honey which those objects grew 1 • 

Alas ! 'twas not in them, but in thy power" i 

To double e'en the sweetness of a flower. ' ' * ^ « 

c»xv. 

No more— no mo w) 'j O lt .t hever ittoi^, n^lfOfefet^ ' ' 
Canstthoubemy sobworiNiimyunhreiMt * 

Once all in all, but now' a thing apart, 
Thou canst not be my blessing or my curse ; 

The illusion's gone for ever, and thou art 

Insensible, I trust, but none the worse, ' >' • 

And in thy stead I've got a deal of judgment, ■ * 

Though Heaven knowa how it ever found a lodgmenu & 
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CCXVI. 

My days of love are over : me no more [7] 

The charms of maid, wife, and still less of widow. 

Can make the fool of which they made before. 
In short I must not lead the life I did do ; 

The credulous hope of mutual minds is o'er, 
The copious use of claret is forbid too. 

So for a good old-gentlemanly-vice, 

I think I must take up with avarice. 

CCXVII. 

Ambition was my idol, which was broken 

Before the shrines of Sorrow and of Pleasure ; 

And the two last have left me many a token 
O'er which reflection may be made at leisure ; 

Now, like Friar Bacon's brazen bead, I've spoken, 
'* Time is. Time was. Time's past," a chymic treasure 

Is glittering youth, which I have spent betimes — 

My heart in passion, and my head on rhymes. 

CCXVIII. 

What is the end of fame? 'tis but to fill ' 

A certain portion of uncertain paper ; ' 
Some liken it to climbing up a hill, 

Whose summit, like all hills, is lost in vapour, 
For this men write, speak, preach, and heroes kill. 

And bards bum what they call their " midnight taper," 
To have, when the original is dust, 
A name, a wretched picture, and worse bust. 

CCXIX. 

What are the hopes of man ! old Egypt's King 

Cheops erected the first pyramid 
And largest, thinking it was just the thing 

To keep his memory whole, and mummy hid ; 
But somebody or other rummaging, 

Burglariously broke his coffin's lid : 
Let not a monument give you or me hopes 
Since not a pinch of dust remains of Cheops. 
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ccxx. 

Bat I cring foiid#f Ifue phEotopIiy» 

Sry very often to myself, '^JUasl 

All things that ham been bom iPtre tem to die. 

And ie^ii (iRddcb deaA Mm dom 
You've pass'd your youdi Mt no unplenaaiitlyf ' 

And if yon hadit Ver again--*^tiiiiNild paai^ 
So thank your stars that matters are no wohie, 
Aud read your bible, sir, and mind your purse.'* 

CCXXI. 

But fof the protili ^lilitle Muler ! and 
Still geniter putchaser ! the k«rd--that's I— ^ 

Moan, with pemwaainii, jsiake yon b¥ the handr 
And so your iModile^aorwitiyiMacgood bye ! 

We meet again, if <wo ahooldfndMln&d 
Sadi'Otherri and if not, I sh^l not try 

Your patience further than by this short sample*^ 

'Twere well if others foBow'd.jB^ JtmmjjihBk^ 

Go, Uttle book, ftOBkilUi^ftiqr wlilaAaf 
I cast tbee onsAo ^tcis go tl^ ways 

And if, aa I bdlove, thy vein he gaody 

''The uroiidisatt And thee aflevinany daya.''^ 
When SontheyTa read, and Wodsworth understood,. 

I>oan*t help I putting in my claim for praise— 
The four first rhymes are Southey's every line ; 
For God's sake,4ceader, .take them notifiDtronine 
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Brave men were livini^ before Agamemnon^ 

Note page 7, stanza xvii 

thins " tncamparato oii'' Macamr! 

^' Deacriptioa das ▼ertae incomparablaa de Tliuile de 
Macassar.*'— Sea the adrertiseiiient* 

Note 3, page 13, staiusa xliL 

Altfumgh Longinui tdU us there is no ftymn 
IF%m tfts jtiMmie toon firth m mt^ nwreample. 

See Longinus, Section 10, i^ok iiai Gf ri wegi aurnv 

Note 4, page 14i, stanza ijiv. 

They only add thm all Ml an appendix* 

Fact, There is, or was, such an edition, with all the 
obnoxiouit epigrams of Martial placed by themselves at 

j^^^ f 'J'ote 5, page slansa haacriii. 
^^P^/The hard I quote from does not sing amiss, 
. CampbelPs Gertrude of Wjroining* (Itlunk) the opemng 
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Note 6, pitge 40, staxua c:ilviu. 

Is it for this that General Count 0* Reilly, 
Who tooki Algiers, declares I used him vilely 7 

Donna Julia here made a mistake. Count O'Reilly did 
not take Algiers — but Algiers very nearly took him : he 
and his army and fleet retreated with great loss, and not 
much credit, from before that city in the year 17 — 

Note 7, page 57, stanza ccxvi. 

My days of love are over, me no more* 

Me nec femina, nec puer, 

Jam, nec spes animi credula mutui 

Nec cert are juvat mero : 
Nec vincire novis tempora floribuB* 
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-I. 

Ou ye ! who teach the ingenuous youth of nations, 
Holland, France, England, Germai^, or Spain, 

1 pray ye flog them upon all occasions. 
It mends their morals ; never mind the pain ; 

The best of mothers and of educations. 
In Jnan^s case, were but empIoyM in vain. 

Since in a way, that^s rather of the oddest, he 

Became.diTeated ^ Us naliTe modes^. ' 

Had he but been placed at a public school. 
In the third form, or even in the foiuth* 

His daily task had kept his fancy coo^ 
At least, had he been nurtured in the norOi ; 

Spain may prove an exception to the rale. 
But then exceptions always prove its wotth— 

A lad of nzteen caunng 4 myorce. 

Fouled his tutors very mocbf of couxie. 

III. 

I can^t say that it puzzles me at all. 
If all things be considered : first diere was 

His lady mother, mathematical, 
A n ever nand ; his tutor aft old ass ; 

A pretty woman — (that's quite natural. 
Or else, the thinghadhardly ceme to pass;) 

A husband rather old, not much in unity • 

With his young wife — a tilne, and oppofliuiity« 
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IV. 

Well — well, the world mnfit turn upon its axis. 
And all mankind turn with it, head er tails. 

And live and dia^ make love and pay onr taxes. 
And as the veering wind shifts, shift our saUs ; 

The king comm^ds ns, and the doctor quacks us. 
Hie priest instructs us, and so cfur life exhales 

A Httle breath, love^.wine, ambition, fame. 

Fighting, devotion, dust— perhaps a name* 

I said^that JiMui had been sent to Cadis— » 

A pretty town— I recoUecft it well — 
'Tis uiere the man of the colonial trade ill, 

(Or was, before Peru leamM to rebel) 
And such sweet girls^I mean, such gracefiil ladies,. 

Their very walk would make your bosom swell ; 
I can't describe it, though so much it st^^e, ^ 
Nor liken it — I never saw tl^e like : i^ » 

VI. 

An Arab horse, a stately stag, a barb 

New broke, a eansalopaid, a gazelle; 
No— none of these will ao:— and then their garb! • 

Tlieirvei]^ and petticoat— Alas! to dwell 
Upon such thingiET, would very near absorb 

A c^to— then their feet and ancles — well 
Thank Heaven I've got no metaphor quite ready, 
(And so, my sober Muse— come let's be steady— 

Chaste Muse I— well, if you must, you must)— ^6 yd}. 

Thrown back & moment with the glancing hand. 
While the overpowering eye, that turns you pale, 

Flashes into the heart : all-sunny land 
Of love ! when I forget you, may I fail 

To— say my prayers— iut never was there planned 
A dress through which the eye gives such a volley. 
Excepting tbe Venetian Fazzioli, . -* 
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YIII. 

But to our tale : the Donna Inez sent 

Her son to Cadiz only to embark ; 
To stay there had not answered her intent ; 

But why ? — ^we leave the reader in the dark — 
'Twas for a voyage that the young man was meant. 

As if a Spanish ship were Noah's ark, 
To wean him from the wickedness of earth, 
And send him like a dove of promise forth. 

IX. 

Don Juan bade his valet pack his things 
According to direction ; then received 

A lecture and some money ; for four springs 
He was to travel ; and though Inez grieved 

(As every kind of parting has its stings) 

She hoped he would improve — perhaps believed ; 

A letter, too, she gave (he never read it) 

Of good advice — -and two or three of credit. 

In the mean time, to pass her hours away. 
Brave Inez now set up a Sunday school 

For naughty children, who would rather play 
(Like truant rogues) the devil, or the fool ; 

Infants of three years old were taught that day, 
Dunces were whipt, or set upon a stool ; 

The grent success of Juan's education 

Spurr'd he? to. teach another generation. 

XI. 

Juan embark' d — the ship got under weigh. 
The wind was fair, the water passing rough ; 

A devil of a sea rolls in that Bay, 

As I, whoVe cross'd it oft, know well enough ; 

And, standing upon deck, the dashing spray 

FUes in one's face, and makes it weather tough. 

And there he stood to take, and take again, . 

His first, perhaps his last — farewell of Spain. 
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XII. 

I oanH but sav it id an awkward eight 
To see one s native land receding through 

The growing waters ; it unmans one quite. 
Especially when life is rather new : 

I recollect Great Britain^s coast looks white, 
But almost every other country's blue. 

When gazing on them, mystified by distance, 

We enter on our nautical exbtence. 

• XIII. 

So Juan stood, bewildered, on the deck : 

The wind sung, cordage strainM, and sailors swore. 

And the ship creak'd, the town became a speck 
From which away, so fair and fast they bore : 

The best of remedies is a beef-steak 
Against sea-sickness: try it, sir, before 

You sneer, and I assure you this is true. 

For I have found it answer — so may you. 

XXIV. 

Don Juan stood, and, gazing from the stem. 

Beheld his native Spain receding far : 
First partings form a lesson hard to learn. 

Even nations feel this when they go to war ; 
There is a sort of unexpress'd concern, 

A kind of shock that sets one*s heart ajar : 
At leaving even the most unpleasant people 
And places, one keeps looking at the steeple. 

XV. 

But Juan had got many things to leave, 
His mother, and a mistress, and no wife, 

So that he had much better cause to erieve 
Than many persons more advanced in life ; 

And if we now and then a sigh must heave 
At quitting even those we quit in strife. 

No doubt we weep for those the heart endears — 
-^That is, till deeper griefs congeal our tears. 
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XVF. 

So Juan wept, as wept the captive Jews 
By Babel s waters, still remembering Sion : 

Vd weep, but mine is not a. weeping Muse, 
And such light griefs are not a thing to die on j 

Young men should travel, if but to amuse 
Themselves; and the next time their servants tie on 

Behind their carriages their new portmanteau. 

Perhaps it may be lined with this my canto. 

XVI. 

And Juan wept, and much he sigh'd and thought. 
While his salt tears dropp'd into the salt sea, 

" Sweets to the sweet (I like so much to quote ; 
You must excuse this extract, 'tis where she. 

The Queen of Denmark, for Ophelia brought 
Flowers to the grave and sobbiifig often, he 

Reflected on his present situation. 

And seriously resolved oa ireformation» 

XVIII. 

'* Farewell, my Spain ! a long farewelli'' he cried. 

Perhaps I may revisit thee no more, 
** But die, as many an exiled heart hath died. 

Of its own thirst to see again thy shore : 
*' Farewell, where Guadalquiver's waters glide ! 

" Farewell, my mother I and since all is o'er, 
** Farewell, too, dearest Julia !— (here he drew 
Her letter out again, a,nd read it through}, 

XIX. 

" And oh 1 if e'er I should forget, I swear — • 

*' But that's impassible, and cannot be — 
" Sooner shall this blue ocean melt to air. 

Sooner shall earth resolve itself to sea, 
*' Then I resign thine image, Oh ! my fair ! 

" Or think of any thing excepting thee ; 
'* A mind diseased no remedy can physic — 
(Here the ship gave a lurch, and he grew sea-sick). 

F 2 
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XX. 

" Sooner shall heaven kiss earth— (here he fell sicker) 
" Oh, Julia ! what is every other woe ! 

(For God's sake let me have a glass of liquor- 
Pedro ! Battista? help me down below) 

** Julia, my love !— (you liascal, Pedro, quicker) 
*' Oh ! Julia I — (this curst vessel pitches so) 

" Beloved Julia, hear me still beseeching 1" 

(Here he grew inarticulate with retching), 

XXT. 

He felt that chilling heaviness of heart. 
Or rather stomach, which, alas ! 9'ttends, 

Beyond the best apothecary's art. 
The loss of love, the treachery of friends. 

Or death of those we dote on, when a part 
Of us dies with them as each fond hope ends : 

No doubt he would have been much more pathetic> 

But the sea acted as a strong emetic. * 

XXII. 

Love's a capricious power ; I've known it hold 
Out through a fever caused by its own heat. 

But be much puzzled by a cough and cold. 
And find a quinzy very hard to treat ; 

Against all noble maladies he's bold, 
But vulgar illnesses don't like to meet, 

Nor that a sneeze should interrupt his sigh. 

Nor inflammations redden his blind eye. 

xxiii. 

But worst of all is nausea, or a pain 
About the lower region of the bowels j 

Love, who heroically breathes a vein. 

Shrinks from the application of hot towels, 

And purgatives are dangerous to his reign, 

Sea-sickness death ; bis love was perfect, how else 

Could Juan's passion, while the billows roar, 

Hesist his stomach, ne'er et sea before I . » - 



The ship, callM the mofit holy " Trfntdakla/' 
Was steering daily for the port Leghorn; 
For there the Spanish family Moncada. 
Were settled long ere Juan s sire was born : 
They were relations, and for them he had a . 

Letter of introduction, which the mom > 
Of his departure had been sent him by 
Hk flpniili Mends ibr ihoMin Italy. I, ^ ^ ^ 

Hif suit consisted of three servants and 

A tutor, the licentiate Pedrillo, 
Who several languages did understand, 

But now lay sick and speechless on his pillow. 
And, rocking in his haffiinock, longM for land. 

His head-aiihe being increased by every billow. 
And the waves oozing through the port-hole 'made 
fiisbiidi% little daa^^ftuidiiknaiteid. 

xxvt. 

^was not without some reason, for the wind 
Increased at nighty until it blew a gale ; 

And though 'twas not much to a naval mind, 
Some landsmen would have lookM ar Uttie.pale> 

For sailors are, in fact, a different kind.; 
At sunset they began to take jn «ail. 

For the sky shcyw'd it woirid eome onto Uow» 

'And cany OrWi^» perhaps, ar«Ml ok «eo« 

At one o'clock, the wind with sudden shift 

Threw the ship r^ght into the trough of the sea. 

Which struck her aift, and made an awkward lift. 
Started the stern post, also shatter'd the 

Whole of her stem frame, and ere she could lift 
Her$elf firom'out 'her present jeopardy. 

The rudder tofte mky : Twas time to aoiuid 

The pumps, aadthflare were-foof ftiei fftd^ fouad* 
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One gang of people instantly was put 

Upon the pumps, and the remainder set 
To get up part of the cargo, and what not. 

But they could not come at the leak as yet } 
At last they did get at it really, but 

Still their salvation was an even bet ; ' 
The water msb'd thi'ough in a Way quite puzzling,^ 
While they thrust sheets, shntiSy jacket^ teles itfonaslin 

Into the opening ! but all such ingredients ' • " 

Would have been vain, and they must have gone down 

Despite of all their efforts and erpedients, 

But for the pumps ; I'm glad to make them known 

To all the brotiier tars whamay have need hence. 
For fifi^ tons of water were upthrown * 

By them per hour, and they had all been undone 

Bat for the maker, Mr. Mann, oC Lo9doii« - 

As day advanced the weather seem'd to abate. 
And then the leak they reckonM to reduce. 

And keep the ship afloat, though three feet yet 
Kept two hands and one chain-pump still in use. 

The wind blew fresh again : a^ ft grew late 
A squall came on, and while sottie guns broke loose,. 

A gust — which all descrmtive power transCeibds^ 

Laid with one blast'&e diip'oit liei^ beam endsi- . ^ . . . 

There she lay motionless, and seem'd upset ; ' 

The water left the hold, and Wash'd the decks. 
And made a scenic men do not soon forget : 

For they rememlcfr battles, fires> and wrecks, ' '* ' 
Or any other thing that brings regret. 

Or breaks their hopes, or hearts, or heads; or Aecks : 
Thus drowning are ihtich talked of by. ihe' divers, 
And8wiitametB#hdt%*chanceV4)lr4ttrvimrSi * 
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lauaediateiy ibB mumU wm cut away, 
Bod^ iKiaia aadnusen; first the misen wmt, . 

The mainmast followed ; but the ship still lay 
Like a mere log, and baffled our intent* 

Foremast and bowsprit were cut down, and they 
Eased her at last, (although we never meant 

To with all till every hope was blighted) 

And tht;u with valence the 4^ ahip ri£^ted« 

XXXIII* 

It loaf be mmfy aonieeed, wUla tUe 

Was going on, some people were un(]|iuet9 
That passengers would find it much amiss 

To lose their lives as well as spoil their diet, 
That even the able seamau, deeming his 

Days nearly o'er« might be disposed to riot. 
As upon such occasions tars will ask 
For.grogt and sometimes drink nim from the cask. 

XXXIV. • 

Theie^s nought, no doubt, m much the spirit calmst 

As rum and true religion ; thus it was. 

Some plunderM, some drank spirits, some sung psalms, * 
The high wind mad© the treble, and as bass - 

The hoarse harsh waves kept time ; fright cured the qualms 
Of all the luckless landsmen^s sea-sick maws: 

Strange sounds of wailing, blasphemy, devotion. 

Clamoured in chorus to the roaring ocean* 

XXXV. 

Perhaps more mischief had be«i done, bnt for 

, Our Juan, who with sense beyond his years^ 
Oot to the spirit-room, and stood before 

It with a pair of pistols ; and their fears. 
As if death were more dreadful by his door 

Of fire and water, spite of oaths and tears, 
Kept still aloof the crew, who ere they sunk. 
Thought it wottUl*be becomii^ to die drunk. 
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XXXVI. 

Olve OB more grog/' they cried, for it wiil be f 
All one an hour henoe/' Juan answered, ** No ! 
" 'Tis true that death awaits both you and me, 

" But let us die like men, not sink below 
" Like brutes and thus his dangerous post kept he. 

And none liked to anticipate the blow ; 
And even-Pedrillo, his most reverend tutor. 
Was for some rum a disappointed suitor* 

XXXVII. 

The good old gentleman was quite aghast. 

And made a loud and pious lamentation; 
Kepented all his sins, and made a last 

Irrevocable vow of reformation ; 
Nothing should tempt him more (this peril past) 

To quit his academic occupation. 
In cloisters of the classic Salamanca, 
To follow Juan's wake like Sancho Panza* 

XXXVIII; 

But now there came a flash of hope oiice more ; 

Day broke, and the wind lulled ; the masts were gone. 
The leak increased ; shoals round her, but no shore. 

The vessel swam, yet still she held her own. 
They tried the pumps again, and though before 

Their desperate efforts seem'd all useless grown, . 
A glimpse of sunshine set some hands to bale— ' 
The stronger pump'd, the weaker thruimu'd a sail. 

XXXIX. 

Under the vessel's keel the sail was past, 

And for the moment it had some effect ; 
But with a leak, and not a stick of mast. 

Nor rag of canvas, what could they expect ? 
But still 'tis best to struggle to the last, 

'Tis never too late to be wholly wrecked ; 
And though tis true that man can only die once, 
'Tis not so pleasant in the Gulf of Lyons. 
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XL. 

There winds and waves had hurl'd them, and from thence. 
Without their will they carried them away : 

For they were forced with steering to dispense. 
And never had, as yet, a quiet day 

On which they might repose, or even commence 
A jurymast or rudder, or could say 

The ship would swim an hour, which by good luck ' 

Still swam — though not exactly like a duck. 

XLI> 

The wind, in fact, perhaps, was rather less, 

But the ship laboured so, they scarce could hope 

To weather out much longer ; the distress 
Was also great with which they had to cope 

For want of water, and their solid mess 
Was scant enough ; in vain the telescope 

Was used — nor sail nor shore appeared in sight. 

Nought but the heavy sea^ and coming night. 

XLII. 

Again the weather threaten'd — again blew 

A gale, and in the fore and after hold 
Water appear'd ; yet though the people knew 

All this, the most were patient, and some bold. 
Until the chains and leathers were worn through 

Of all our pumps : — a wreck complete she roird. 
At mercy of the waves, whose mercies are 
Like human beings during civil war. 

XLIII. 

Then came the carpenter, at last, with tears 

In his rough eyes, and told the captain, he 
Could do no more : he was a man in year^, 

And long had voyaged through many a stormy sea. 
And if he wept at length, they were not fears 
That made his eyelids as a woman's be, 
But he, poor fellow, had a wife and children, 
Two things for dying people quite bewildering. 
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XLIV. 

The Aig wm erldenUy tettling now 

Fast by the head ; and, all distinction gone. 

Some went to prayers again, and made a vow 
Of candles to their saints — but there were none 

To pay them with : and some looked o^er the bow ^ 
Some hoisted out the boats ; and there was one 

That begged Pedrillo for an absolution. 

Who told him to be damnM— in his confusion. 

XLV. 

Some lash'd them in their hammocks, some put on 

Their best clothes, as if ^oing to a fair ; 
Some cursed the day on which they saw the sun, 

And gnash'd their teeth, and, howling, tore their hair^ 
And others went on as they had begun,^ 

Getting the boats out, being well aware 
That a tight boat ^^ill live in a rough sea. 
Unless with breakers close beneath her lee. i 

XLVI. 

The worat of all was, that in their condition. 
Having been several days in great distress, 

'Twas di&cult to get out such provision 

As now might render their long suffering less. 

Men, even when dying, dislike inanition ; 
Their stock was damaged by the weather's stress ^ 

Two casks of biscuit, and a ke^ of butter. 

Were all that c^uld be thrown into the cutter. 

XLVII. 

But in the long-boat they contrived to stow 

Some pounds of bread, though injured by the wet ; 

Water, a twenty gallon cask or so ; 
Six flasks of wine ; and they contrived to get 

A portion of their beef up from below. 

And with a piece of pork, moreover, met — 

But scarce enough to serve them for a luncheon ; 

Then there was rum, eight gallons in a puncheon 
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XhVllU 

Tha other boats, the vawl and |ilnaace, had 
Been stove in the beginning of the gale ; 

And the long-boat's condition was but bad, 
As there were but two blankets for a sail. 

And one oar for a mast, which a young lad 
Threw in by good luck over the ship's rail : 

And two boats could not hold, far less be stored^ 

To save one half the people then Ott Aowd* 

XhlX. 

*Twa8 twilight, for the sunless day went down 
Over the waste of waters ; like a veil. 

Which, if withdrawn, would but disclose the frown 
Of one who hates us, so the night was shown. 

And grimly darkled o'er their faces pale, 

And hopeless eyes, which o'er the deep alone 

Gazed dim and desolate ; twelve days had fear 

Been Ibeii Auniliar, and now Death was bejre. 

I.. 

« 

Some trial had been making at a raft. 
With little hope in such a rolling sea, 

A sort of thing at which one would have langh'di 
If any laughter at such a time could be, 

Unless with people who too much have quaffed, • 
And have a kind of wild and horrid glee. 

Half epileptical, and half hysterical i * 

Their preserralvm wndii tiM^ beeva - 

At half past eight o'clock, booms, hencoops, spars, 
And all things for a chance, had been cast loose* 

That still could keep afloat the struggling tars. 
For yet they strove, although of no great use: 

There was no light in heaven but a few stars. 
The boats put off o'ercrowded with their crevB 9 

She gave a heel, and then a lurch to port. 

And goiag iamk heiA foremost-Hrank, in shoit. 
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Then rose from tea to dgr did wfld fuemH, 

Then shriek'd Uie tmdd, and flood still the biwei 
Then some leaped overboard y/nfStk dreadfbl yell. 

As eager to anticipate their grave ; 
And the sea yawn*d around her like a hell, 

And down she suck'd with h^r the whirling lu^ve 
Like one who grapples with his enemy, 
And strives to strangle him before he die. 

IilII* 

And first one wdlKeiaal iduM AtM ' 

Loader than the food ocean, like a ensh 
Of echoing thunder : and then alt 'Was Irash'd, 

Save the wild wind, and the remorseless dash 
Of billows : but at intervals there gush'd, 

Accompanied with a convulsive splash, 
A solitary shriek, the bubbling cry 
Of some strong swimmer in hu ag<my* 

UV. 

The boats, as stated, had got off Mfore, 

And in them crowded several of the crew : 
And yet their present hope was hardly more 

Than what it had been, for so strong it blew. 
There was slight chance of reaching any shore ! 

And then there were too many, though so few- 
Nine in the cutter, thirty in the boat, 
Were counted in tiiem* when they got afloat* 



All the rest perished ; near tw6 hlindred^eoiile > 

Had left their bodies : and, what's worse, alasi 
When over Catholics the ocean rolls, 

They must wait several week before a mass 
Takes off one peck of purgatorial coals. 

Because, till people know what's come to pass. 
They won*t lay out their money on the dead — • - 
. It costs three franca for every mass thalt's said. 
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LVI. 

Joan got into the lon^-boat, and there 
Contrived to help Pedrillo to a place : 

It seem*d as if they had exchanged their care. 
For Juan wore the magisterial face 

Which courage gives, while poor Pedrillo's pair 
Of ey^ft-were crying for their owner's case. 

Battista, though (a name caird shortly Tita) 

Was lost by getting at some aqua-vitaj. 

LVII. 

Pedro, his valet, too, heMried to save. 

But the same cause, conducive to his loss, 

Left him so drunk, he jumped into the wave 
As o'er the cutter's edge he tried to cross. 

And so he found a wine-and-watery grave : 
They could not rescue him, although so close. 

Because the sea ran higher every minute. 

And for the boat — ^the crew kept crowding in it, 

LVIII. 

A small old spaniel — which had been Don Jose's, 
His father's, whom he loved, as you may think. 

For on such things the memory reposes 

With tenderness — stood howling on the brink. 

Knowing (dogs have such intellectual noses !) 
No doubt the vessel was about to sink : 

And Juan caught him up, and ere he steppM 

Off, threw liim in, then after him he Icap'd. 

LIX. 

lie also stuff 'd his money where he could 
About his person, and Pedrillo's too. 

Who let him do, in fact, whate'er he would, 
Not knowing what himself to say, or do. 

As every rising wave his dread renew'd ! 

But Juan trusting they might still get through, 

And deeming there wuve remedies for any ill* 

'J bus re-embark'd his tutor and his spaniel. 
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LX. 

Twas a rough nighty and blew so 8tifl|y yetf 
That the sail was becalm'd between the 0eae» 

Though on the yfave'a high top too much to eet> 
They dared not take it in for a}l the bxeese ; 

Each sea curl'd o'er the stem, and kept them wet. 
And made them bale without » moment^s ease. 

So that themselves as well as hopes were damp'd 

And the poor little cutter quickly swamp'd. 

LXI. 

JSfine souls moie went in hec; the Icng-boal stiU 
Kept above water, with an oar for mastt 

Two blankets stitch'd together, answering ill 
Instead of sail, were to the oar made fast : 

Thongh every wave roll'd menacing to fill, 

' And present peril all before surpassed, 

They grieved for those who perish'd with the cutter/ 

And slUo for the biscuit casks and butter, 

« 

Kill. 

^ The soft feseved and fiery, a sure sign 
Of the continuance of the galer ^ run 
B^ie the sea, until it should grow fine. 
Was all diat for the present could be doner 

A few tea-spoonsftil of their nun and wine 

Were served out to the people, who begun 
To faint, and damaged bread wet through the bags. 
And most of them had little clothes but rags. 

LXIII. 

They counted thii^ crowded in a space 

WUc^ left scaijce room for motion ot exertion 
They £d their best to modify their case, 

One half sat up, though numb'd with the immersion. 
While toother half were laid down in their place, 

At watch, and watch ; thus, shivering like the tertian 
*^ 4gue in its cold fit, they fili'd their boat, 
1th nothing but the sky for a p-eat coaL 
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TTls very certain the desire of life 

Prolongs it : this is obvious to pbysiciftfis, 

A/V^hen patients, neither plagued with friends nor wife. 
Survive through very desperate conditions, 

Because they still can hope, nor shines the knife 
Nor shears of Atropos before their visions ; 

Despair of all recovery spoils longevity, 

And makos men's miseries of alaiming brevity. 

MCV. 

Tis said that persons Hving on annuities 

Are longer lived than others — God knows why. 

Unless to plague the grantors — ^yet so true it is. 
That some, I really think, do never die ; 

Of any creditors the worst a Jew it is, 

Ana that's their mode of furnishing supply ; 

In my young days they lent me cash that way, 

Whidft.I fowid veiy trouUesome to pay* 

• LXVJ, 

Tis thus with people in an open boat, 
Tbey live upon the love of life, and bear 

More than can be believed, or even thought. 

And stand like rocks the tempesf s wearvand tear! 
• And hardship still has been the sailor's lot. 

Since Noah's ark went cmising here and there ; 

She had a curious crew as well as cargo, 

lika the first old Greek privaleer, tto Ajrgo. 

But man is a caroiverous production, ' 

And must have meals, at least one meal a day ; 

He cannot live, like woodcocks, upon suction. 
But, like the shark and tiger, must have prey : 

Although his anatomical constraction 
Bears vegetables in a grumbling^ way, 

Your labouring people think, beyond all questiooj 

Bee^ veal, and mattoii, easier for digestion. 

• 9 
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And Am it vas with this cmr hapless crew ; 
• For on ihb third day there came on a calm, 
And though at first their stren^h it might renew. 

And, lying on their weariness like balm, 
Luird them like turtles, sleeping on the blue 

Of ocean, when they woke they felt a qualm» 
And fell all ravenously on their provision. 
Instead of hoarding it with due predsioo, 

LXIX.. 

The consequence was easily foreseen — 

They ate up all they had, and drank their wine,, 

In spite of all remonstrances, and then • 
On what, in fact, next day were they to dine ? 

They hoped the wind would rise, these foolish men ! 
And caiTy them to shore ; these hopes were fine. 

But as they had but one oar and that brittle. 

It would lukve beeu more* wise to:8a¥6 their victual.. 



The fourth day came, but not a breath of air. 

And ocean slumberM like an unwean'd child r 
The fifth day, and their boat lay floating there, 

The sea and sky were blue, and clear and mild— 
With their one oar (I wish they'd had a pair) , 
What could they do ? and hunger's rage grew wild : 
*So Juan^s spaniel, spite of his entreating, ' 
Was kiU'd and portioned oiut feat present esdng. 

■ 

LXXU ' 

On the sixth day they fed upon his hide, ^ */• ' 
And Juan who had still refused, because 

The creature was his father's dog that died, - • 
Now feeling all the vulture in his jaws. 

With some remorse received (though first deniedy ' 
As a great favour one of the fore paws, " ; 

Which he divided with Pedrillo« who ' 

ftiygttt^dt it, longing for the other toow- 
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The seventh day, and no wind — the burning sun * 
Blistered and scorch'd, and, stagnant on the sea. 

They lay like carcases ! and hope was none, 
Save in the breeze that came not : — savagely 

They glared upon each other — all was done, 
Water, and wine, and food— and you might see 

The longings of the cannibal arise 

(Although thej q>oke not) in their wolfish eyoi. 

LXXIII. 

At length one whisperM his companion, who 
Whisper'd another — and thus it went round. 

And then into a hoarser murmur grew, ,v 
An ominous, and wild, and desperate sound, 9" 

And when his comrade's thought each sufiferer knew, 
^Twas but his own suppressM till now, he founds 

And out they spoke of lots for flesh and blood, 

And who diould die to be bin feUow^s I69d* 

But ere they came to this, they that day shared 
Some leathern caps, and what remain'd of shoes ; 

And then they look d around them, and despaired. 
And none to be the sacrifice would.choose ; 

At length the lots were torn up, and preparedt 
But of mnlerials that much shock the Miue~ 

Having no paper, for the want of better. 

They took; by foiee* from Jnu, Jnlia's latter* . 

IiXXV. 

The lots were made, and mark'd, and mix^d, and handitd, 

In silent horror, and their distribution 
Luird even the savage hunger which demanded. 

Like the Promethean vulture, this pollution: 
None in particnlar had sought or plaon'd it, 

'Twas nntoie gnaw'd them to this reMliitieii> 
By which none were permitted to be neater^ 
And the lot fell on Jnan'e luckless tutor. 
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LXXVI. 

« 

He but requested to be bled to death ; 

The surgeon had his instruments, and bled 
Pedrillo, and so gently ebb'd his breath, 

You hardly could perceive when he was dead^ 
He died, as born, a Catholic in faith, 

Like most in the belief in which they're bred. 
And first a little crucifix he kiss'd, 
And then held out his jugular and wrist. 

LXXVII. 

The surgeon, as there was no other fee, 

Had his first choice of morsels for his pains. 
But being rather thirstiest at the moment, he 

J^*eferr'd a draught from the fast-flowing veins; 
Part was divided — jiart thrown in the sea — 

And such things as the entrails and the brains 
Regaled two sharks, who followed o'er the billow — 
The sailors ate the rest of poor Pedrillo. 

Lxxvin. 

The sailors ate him, all save three or four, 

Who were not quite so fond of animal food ; 
To these was added Juan, who, before 

Refusing his own spaniel, hardly could 
Feel now his appetite increased much more ; 

'Twas not to be expected that he should, 
Even in extremity of their disaster, 
Dine with them on his pastor and his mastei. 

LXXIX. 

Twas better that he did not : for, in fact, 

The consequence was awful in the extreme : 
For they who were most ravenous in the act 

Went raving mad — Lord ! how they did blaspheme f 
And foam and roll, with strange convulsions rack'd. 

Drinking salt water like a mountain-stream. 
Tearing, and grinning, howling, screeching, swearings 
And ^ with hyajna laughter, died despairing. 
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LXJCX. 

Their numbers were much tbinn'd by this infliction, 
And all the rest were thin enough, heaven knows; 

And some of them had lost their recollection, 

Happier than they who still perceived their woes } 

But others pondered on a new dissection^ 

. As if not warn'd sufficiently by those ' 

Who had alitedy perished, suiTemig madljj 

For having used thek appetites so sadly# 

h%XXU 

And next they thought upon the master's mate, 
As fattest ; but he saved himself, because, 

Besides being much averse from such a fate. 
There were some other reasons ; the first wa8« 

He had been rather indisposed of late. 
And that which chiefly proved his saving clause^ 

Was a small present made to him at Cadis, 

By ge&er al subsoriptmi cf the ladles. 

^Oi poor Pedrillo something still remained, 

But was used sparingly, some were afraid. 
And others still their appetites constrained. 

Or hut at times a little supper made ; 
^ All, except Juan, who throughout abstained, . 

Chewing a piece off bamboo, and some lead : 
- At length they caught two boobies and a noddy^ 
And then left off «aliBg the diMbi bady« 

And if Pedrillo's fate should shocking be, 

Ilemember Ugolino condescends 
To eat the head of his arch enemy 

The moment after he politely ends 
His tale : if foes be food* in hell, at sea 

' l^s surely fair to dine >ipon our friends. 
When shipwreek's short allowaaNie grows too soanfy, * 
Without being much more horrttAe than Daolti* 
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LXXXIV. 

And the Mine nif^t there fell a shower of nbi. 

For which their mouths gaped, like the cracks of earth 
When dried to summer dust ; till taught by pain, 

Men really know not what good water^s worth } 
If you had been in Turkey or in Spain, 

Or with a famished boat's-crew had your berth. 
Or in the desart heard the camel's bell, 
Yoa'd wish yourself where truth is— da a welL 

It pour'd down torrents, but they were no richer 

Until they found a ragged piece of sheet. 
Which served them as a sort of spongy pitcher, 

And when they deem'd its moisture was complete. 
They wrung it out, and though a thirsty ditcher 

Might not have thought the scanty draught so sweet 
As a fiill pot of porter, to their thinking 
They ne'er till now .had knawn the joys of drinking* 

■ 

hxxxvu 

And their baked lips, with many a bloody crack, 
SuckM in the moisture which like nectar streamed ; 

Their throats were ovens, their swoln tongues were black. 
As the rich man^s in hell, who vainly screamed 

To beg the beggar, who could not rain back 
A drop of dew, when every drop had seemed 

To taste of heaven — ^if this be true, indeed. 

Some Christiaas have n eoorfortable cned* 

I4CXXVII. 

There were two fathers in this ghastly crew, 
And with them their two sons, of whom the one 

Was more robust and hardy to the view. 
But he died early ; and when he was gone. 

His nearest messmate told his sire, who threw 

One glance on him, and said, Heaven's will be do^l 
I can do nothing," and he saw him durown 

Into the dedp wilbout a letr or gioaii. 
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LXXXVIII. 

The otiker fiUhei bad a maklier clihl. 

Of a soft cheek, and aspect deHeaffe ; 
But the bo^ bore up long, and with a mild 

And patient spint held aloof his fate ; 

Little he said, and now and then he smiled. 

As if to win a part from off the weight 
He saw increasing on his father*s heart, 
With the deep deadly thought, that they must part. 

LXXXXX. 

And o^er Urn bent bis sire, and never raised 
His eyes from off his face, bnt ^ffipei the foam 

From his psle lips, and ever on him gazed, 

And when the wMi^d-for shower at length was tome. 

And the boy's eyes, which the dull film half glazed. 

Brighten d, and for a moment seem'd to roam. 
He squeezed from out a rag some drops of rain 
. Into his dying child's mouth — but in vain* 

XC* 

The bey expired — the fsther held the elar. 
And loolrd npon it long, and when at last 

Death left no doubt, and the dead burden lay 
Stiff on his heart, and pulse and hope were j)ast. 

He watch'd it wistfully, until away 

'Twas borne by the rude wave wherein 'twas cast ; 

Then he himself sunk down ail dumb and shivering. 

And gave no sign of life, save his Umbs quivering. 

XGI. 

Now over head a rainhow, boisthig through 

The scattering clouds, shone, spanning the dark sea. 

Resting its bright base on the quivering blue ; 
And all within its arch appeared to be 

Clearer than that without, and its wide hue 
Wax'd broad and waving, like a banner free, 

Then changed like to a bow that's bent, and then 

Porsook the dim eyes of these shipwreckM men. 
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XCII. 

It changedof course; a kettvanhr ckaBioloii^ 
The airy child of irapour and the mua. 

Brought forth in purple, cradled in verndflioii. 
Baptised in molten gold, and swathed in dun, 

OUttering like crescents o*er a Turk's pavilion. 
And blending every colour into one» 

Just like a black eye in a recent scuffle, 

(For sometimes we must box without the muffie*) 

Our shipwrecked seemen thoiiig^ k a geod onbtt 
It b as well to think so now andtiien; 

'Twas an old costom of the Oieek and Bomnn, ' 
And may become of great advantage T^en 

Folks are discouraged ; and most surely no men 

Had greater need to nerve themselves again 
Than these, and so this rainbow looked like hope-* 
Quite a celestial kaleidoscope. 

XCIV. 

Abont this tine a hotuHftd -iriiite hM 

Web-footed, not unlike a dove in sise 
And plumage (prohably it might have err^d 

Upon its course) pass'd oft before their eyes^ 
And tried to perch, although it saw and heard 

The men within the boat, and in this guise * 
It came and went, and fluttered round them till 
Night fell : — this seem'd a better omen 8tiil« 

xcv* 

But in dus case I also mast zemark, 

Twas well this bird of promise did not perch. 

Because the tackle of our shatter^ bark 
Was not so safe for roosting bls a church ; 

And had it been the dove from Noah's ark, 
Heturning there from her successful search. 

Which in their way that moment chanced to fall, 

They<^would h\ve ate her« olive branch and all. 



BOH JUAN« 



XCVI. 

With twilight it agata came on to blow. 

But not with violence ; the stars shone out, 
The boat made way ; yet now they were so low, 

They knew not where nor what they were about. 
Some fancied they saw land, and some said " No T' 

llie frequent fog-banks gave them cause to doubt- 
Some swore that they heard breakers, othera guiis^ 
.And all mistook about the latter once. 

XCVII. 

As morning broke, the light wind died away, 

When he who had the watch sung out and swore 

If ^twas not land that rose with the sun's ray, 
He wish'd that land he never might see more } 

And the rest rubb'd their eyes, and saw a bay. 

Or thought they saw, and shaped their coarse for shore* 

For shore it was, and gradually grew 

Distinct, and loj^, and pa^[iaUe ta liew. 

XCVIII. 

And then of these some part burst into tears. 

And others, looking with a stupid stare. 
Could not yet separate their hopes from fears. 

And seem'd as if they had no further care; 
While a few prayM— (the first time for some years)--* 

And at the bottom of the boat three were 
Asleep ; they shook them by the hand and head. 
And tried to awekaalksia but foQndthein dead* 

The day before, fast sleeping on the water. 
They found a turtle, of the hawk's-bill kind. 

And by good fortune, gliding softly, caught her. 
Which yielded a dny's life, and to their uuid 

Frovisd even still a more nutritious matter. 
Because it left encouragement behind : 

Thev thought, that in such perils, more tiun chance 

Hid Mt wm this tar their dettvmnce. 
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The land appew*d a high and rocky ooast. 
And higher grew the moaBUina'as they drew/ 

Set by a cumut towards it : tiiey were loet 
In yarioua conjectares> for none knew 

To what part of the earUi they had been tost. 
So changeable had been the winds that blew ; 

Some thought it was Mount ^tna, some the highlands 

Of Candia^ Cyprus, lihodes, or oilier islands, 

CI. 

Meantime the GnnBUt^ wick a rising gale. 

Still set them onwards to the welcome shore. 
Like Charon^s bark of spectres dull and pale ; 

Their living freight was now reduced to four, 

And three dead, whom their strength could not avail 

To heave into the deep with those before, 
Though the two sharks still followed them, and dash'd 
The spray into their faces as they spla«h^d. 

CIU. 

Famine, deiqp^ir, cold, tfakst and heat, had done 
Their work on them by turns, and thiitt'dithem to 

Such things — a mother had not known her son 
Amidst the skeletons of that gaunt crew ; 

By night chill'd, by day scorch'd, thus one by one 
They perish'd, until withered to these few. 

But chiefly by a species of self-slaughter. 

In washing down Pedriiio with salt-water** 

cm. 

As they drew nigh the land, which now was seen, 

Unequal in its aspect here and there, 
They felt the freshness of its growing green. 

That waved in forest tops, and smoothed the air. 
And fell upon their glazed eyes like a screen 

From glistening waves, and skies so hot and bare — 
Lovely seem'd any object that should sweep 
Away the vast, salt, dread, eternal deep. « % 

I. 
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The shore lodk'd wild, without a trace of mao. 
And girt by formidable waves ; but they 

Were mad for land, and thus their course they ran, 
lliough right ahead the roaring breakers lay : 

A reef between them also now began, . • 

To show its boiling surf and bounding spray. 

But finding no place for their landing better. 

They ran tli» boat lor efaorei and ovenet her* 

CV. 

But in his native stream, the Ghiadalquiver, 
Juan to lave his youthful limbs was wont ; 

And having learnt to swim in that sweet river. 
Had often tum'd the art to some account ; 

A better swimmer you could scarce see ever. 
He could, perhaps, have pass'd the Hellespont, 

As once (a feat on which ourselves we prided) 

JLeander, Mr. £keidiead and I did* 

CVI. 

So here, though faint, emaciated, and stark, 
He biioyM hit boyish limbs, and strove to ply 

With the quick wave, and gain, ere it was dark^ 
The beach, which lay before him, high and diy. 

The greatest danger here was from a shark. 
That carried off his neighbour by the thigh ; 

As for the other two^ they could not 8wim» 

So nobody arrived on shore but Urn. 

CVIT. ' , 

• 

Nor yet had he arrived, but for the oar, 
Which, providentially for him was washed 

Just as his feeble arms could strike no morey 

And the hard vfwe o'erwhelmM him as 'twas dash'd 

Within his grasp ; he clung to it and sore 
The waters beat while he thereto was lasVd ; 

At last, with swimming, wading, scrambling, he 

lloird on the beach, half senselest^ from the sea : 

u 
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There, breatibles^, with hk digging naife be dnog^ 
Fast to the sand, lest the returning wave, 

From whose reluctant roar his life he wrung. 
Should suck him back to her insatiate grave : 

And there he lay, full length, where he was flung^ 
Before the entrance of a cliff-worn cave. 

With just enough of life to feel its pain, 

And deem that it vae. aaved* perhapst in-vaiiu 

CIX. 

With slow and staggerinpj effort he arose. 
And sunk again upon his bleeding knee 

And quivering hand ; and then he looked for those 
Who long had been his mates upon the sea, 

But none of them appeared to share his woes, 
Save one, a corpse, from out the famish'd threet 

Who died two days before, and now had found 

An unknown bairen beach for burial groundi 

• ex. 

And as he gazed, his dizzy brain spun fast. 
And down he sunk ; and as he sunk, the sand 

Swam round and round, and all his senses passed ; 
He fell upon his side, and his stretchM hand 

Droop *d, dripping on the oar, (their juiY-mast) 
And, like a wMther^d lily, on the land. 

His slender frame and pallid aspect lay, 

As fidr a thing ai e*«r vai fona'd of clay^ 

tar* 

• How long in this damp trance young Juan lay. 
He knew not, for the earth was gone for him, 

And Time had nothing more of night nor day 
For his congealing blood, and senses dim : : 

And how this heavy faintness passed away 
He knew not, till each painful pulse and limls 

And tingling vein, seem throbbbg back to life. 

For deaths though vamiuish'd, stiU letired wit)i sCilfa. 
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He still was in the boat, and had but dosed. 

And felt again with his despair overwrought. 
And wished it death in which he had reposed. 

And then once more his feelings back were brought. 
And slowly by his swimming eyes were seen 
A lovely female face of soTenteeiu 

Tmu bendbg ckte e^^r Us, MiAe taMB iMmA 

Seem'd almost prying into his for breath ; 
Ajid chafing him, the soft warm hand of youth 

Recaird his answering spirits back from death ; 
And, bathing his chill temples, tried to soothe 

Each pulse to animation, till beneath 
Its gentle touch and trembling care, a sigh 
To tl^se kind fifforta made a low reply. 

Then was the cordial pourM, and mantle fhing 

Around his scarce clad limbs ; and the fair arm 
. Raised higher the faint head which o'er it hung ; 
And her transparent cheek, all pure and warm, 

PillowM his death-like forehead ; then she wrung 
His dewy curls long drench'd by every storm ; 

And watch d with eagerness each throb that drew 

A sigh from his beaded bosom — ^and hers too. 

cxv. 

And lifting him with care into the cave, 
The gentle girl, and her attendant — one 

Young, yet her elder, and of brow less grave, 
And more robust of figure — then begun 

To kindle fire, and as the new flames gave 

Light to the rocks that roof 'd them, which the san 

Had never seen, the maid, or whatsoe'er 

81i# waSf ft^pear^d distiiicl, and tall, and iair. 

m S 
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CXVI. 

Pier brow wae ovcfbnng with coins of gold. 
That sparkled o'er the auburn of her hair, 

Her clustering hair, whose longer locks were roll'd 
In braids behind, and though her stature were 

Even of the highest for a female mould, 

They nearly reach*d her heel ; and in her air 

There was a sometliing which bespoke command^ 

As one who was a lady in the land, 

CXVII. 

Her hair, I said, was auburn but her eyes 

Were black as death, their lashes the same hue. 

Of downcast length, in whose silk shadow lies 
Deepest attraction, for when to the view 

Forth from its raven fringe the full glance flies, 
Ne*er with such force the swiftest arrow flew ; 

Tis as the snake late coil'd, who pours his length. 

And hurls at once his venom and his strength. 

CXVIll. 

Her brow was white and low, her cheek's pure dye 
Like twilight, rosy still with the set sun ; 

Short upper lip — sweet lips ! that make us sigh 
Ever to have seen such ; for she was one 

Fit for the model of a statuary, 

(A race of mere impostors, when all's done — 

I've seen much finer women, ripe and real, 

Than all the nonsense of their stone ideal.) 

CXIX. 

I'll tell you why I say so, for 'tis just 

One should not rail without a decent cause : 

There was an Irish lady, to whose bust 
I ne'er saw justice done, and yet she was 

A frequent model ; and if e'er she must 

Yield to stern Time and Nature's wrinkling laws 

They will destroy a face vchich mortal thought 

Ne'er compass'd, nor less mortal chisel wrought. 
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And fiidl was «h#i llie lady of the cave : 

Her dres9 was very diffueent from the Spanish, 

Simpler, and yet of colours not so grave ; 
For, as you know, the Spanish women banish 

Bright hues when out of doors, and yet» while wara 
Around them (what I hope will never vanish) 

The basquina and the mentilla, they 

Seem at the same time mystical and gay. 

But witb our damsel this was not the caset 
Her dress was many-coloured, finely spun ; 

Her locks curl'd negl^ently xouad her face. 

But through them ^d and gems profusely shone ; 

Her girdle spaikled, and the richest lace 

Flowed in ner veil, and many a precious stone 

FlashM on her little hand: but what was shocking. 

Her small snow feet had slippers, but no stocking. 

The other femala^a diess was not uttlike^v . ' 

But of inferior materials ; she . ^ v> 
Bpd not so many omments to strike, v . 

B«r hair had silver only, bound to ba0^«^4 
Her dowry; andher veil, in form alike/|>ij^^ 

-Was coarser ; and her air, though firm, lev me j| 
Her hair was thicker, but less long ; her eyes, r • 
As black, but (quicker, and of smaller size.^^ 

CXXIII. 

And these two tended hinif and cheered hiiu both 
With food and raiment, and those soft attentionSi 

Which are (as I must own) of female growth. 
And have ten thousand delicate inventions ; 

They made a most superior mess of brodi, 
A thing which poesy but seldom mentions, 

But the best dish that e'er was cookM since Homer's 

Achilles ordered dinner for new comers. 
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CXXIV. 

ru toll jon who they w oro U hs female pair. 
Lest they should seem princesses in disguiiO ; 

Besides;, I hale all inysteiy, and that air 
Of olap-trap, whicin your recent poets prise ; 

And sOf in short, the girls they really ttrere 
They shall appear before your canons eyes, 

Mistress and maid ; the first* was only daughter 

Of an old maos wh9 lived upon the water, 

cxxv. 

A fisherman he had been in hisyomh. 
And still a sort of fisherman was he ; 

But other speculations were^ in sooth. 
Added to his connexion with the sea. 

Perhaps not so respectable, in tjmth ; 
A Uttle smuggling, and some piracy, 

Left him at last the sole of mai^ -masters 

Of an ill-gotten million of piastres* 

exxvi. 

A fisher, therefore, was he^thoogh of men^ 
Like Peter the Apostle— -and he fish'd 

For wandering merchant vessels, now and thear 
And sometimes caught as many as he wished ; 

The cargoes he coafiscalied, and gain 
He sought in the slave-marfcet toe, and dkk*4 

Full many a morsel for that Turkish trade, 

By wl^ch, no doubt, a good deal may be made 

CXXVII. 

He was a Greek, and on his isle had built 
(One of the wild and smaller Cydades) 

A veiy handsome houde from ont his goUt, 
And there he lived ezceedingly at ease ; 

Heaven knows what cash he got, or blood he spilt 
A sad old felliiw was he if you please, 

BuJ this I know, it was a spacious building. 

Full of barbaric carving, paint, and gilding. 
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had an only daughter call'd Haidee,» 
The greatest heiress of the Eastern Isles ; 

Besides, so very beautiful was she, 

Her dowry was as nothing to her smiles : 

Still in her teens, and like a lovely tree 

She grew to womanhood, and between whiles 

Rejected several suitors, just to learn 

How to accept a better in his turn. • 

CXXIX, 

And walking out upon the beach, below 

The cliff, towards sunset, on that day she found 

Insensible — not dead, but nearly so — 

Don Juan, almost famished, and half drowu'd • 

But being naked, she was shocked you know, 
Yet deem'd herself in common pity bound. 

As far as in her lay, to take him in, 

** A stranger, dying, with so white a skin." 

cxxx. 

But taking him into her father's house 
Was not exactly the best way to savei 

But like conveying to the cat a mouse. 
Or people in a trance into their grave ; 

Because the good old man had so much nous/' 
Unlike the honest Arab thieves so brave, 

He would have hospitably cured the stranger. 

And sold him instantly when out of danger* 

CXXXI, 

And, therefore, with her maid, she thought it best 
(A virgin always on her maid relies) 

To place him in the cave for present rest : 
And when, at last, he openM his black eyes. 

Their charity increased about their guest ; 
And their compassion grew to such a size. 

It openM half the turnpike-gates to heaven— 

(St. Paul says 'tits the toll which mu&t be given.) 



DON JUAN 



* cxxxu. 

They made a lfar% but iiibh & five at they 
JJfoa the moment could ooi^ve with such 

Materials as were cast up round the bay. 

Some broken planks, and oars^ that to tfie touch 

Were nearly tinder, since so long they lay, 

A mast was almost crumbled to a crutch ; 
But by God's grace here wrecks were in such plenty^ 
That there were fuel to have fumish'd twenty* 

CXXXIII. 

He had a bed of fiiss» and a peUsscu 

For Haidee strippM her sables off to make 
His couiA ; and» that he might be more at ease^ 
And warm, in case by chance he should awake. 

They also gave a petticoat apiece. 

She and her maid, and promised by day break 
To 'pay him a fresh visit, with a dish 
For breakfasti of eggs» coffee, bread, and fish. 

CXXXIV. 

And thus they left him to his lone repose ; 

Juan slept like ^ top, or like the dead. 
Who deep at last, perhaps, (God only knows) 

Just for the present ; and in his lull'd head 
Not even a vision of his former woes 

ThrobbM in accursed dreams, which sometimes spread 
Unwelcome visions of our former years. 
Till the eye, cheated, opens thick with tears. 

cxxxv* 

TouBgJuaasIentaB dreamless^ but the maid 
Who smoothed Us pillow, as die left the den 

Look'd back upon bim, and a moment staid. 
And tum'd, believing that he call'd again. 

He slumberM ; yet she thought, at least she said, 
(The heart will slip even as the tongue and pen} • 

He had pronounced her name — but she forgot 

That at this moment Juan knew it not* 
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CXXXVl. 

And pensive to her fetlier^s boose' aba wetir 

Enjoining silence strict to Zoe, who 
Better than her knew what, in fact, she meanly. 

She being wiser by a year or two : 
A year or two's an age when rightly spent. 

And Zoe spent her's as most women do, 
In gaining all that useful sort of knowledge 
Which is acquired in Nature's good old college* 

CXXXVII. 

The mom broke, and found Juan slumbering still 
Fast in his cave, and nothing clash'd upon 

His rest ; the rushing of the neighbouring rill, 
And the young beams of the excluded sun. 

Troubled him sot, and he might sleep his till ; 
And need he had for slumber yet, for none 

Had sufier'd more — hia hardships were comparative; 

To ihoee felaled io my grandad's Narrative;. 

CXXXVIII. 

Not so Haidee y she sadly toss'd and tumbled. 
And startttd from her sleep — and, turning o*er, 

Dream'd of thousand wrecks, o'er which she stumbled^. 
And handsome corpses strew'd upon the shore; 

And woke her maid so early that she grumbled. 
And cail'd her fathered old slaves up, who swore 

In several oaths — ^Armenian, Turk, and Greek|— 

They knew not wfaait to think of such a freak*. 

CXXXIX. 

But up she got, and up she made theui get. 
With some pretence about the sun, that make^ 

Sweet skies, just when he rises, or is set ; 

And 'tis no doubt a sight to see, when breaks 

Bright Phosbus, while the mountains still are wok 
With mist, and every birdLwith him awakeSji 

And night is flung off like a 'mourning suit . 

Worn for a husband^ or some otbet bxttte«. 
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I wj, the sun is a moet glorious sight, 
I've aeen him rise foil oft — indeed, of lale, 

I have sat up on purpose all the night. 
Which liastens, as physidam say, one's fate : 

And so all ye, wbo irould be in the right. 
In health and purse, begin your day to date 

From day-break, and when coffin'd at fourscore. 

Engrave upon your plate you rose at four. 

CXLI. 

And Haidte met monaag f aoe to f aee ; 

Her own was freshest, though a fevwisfa ftnsli 
Had dyed it with the headlone blood, .whose race . 

From heart to cheek it catb^S into a blush, 

like to a torrent, which a mountain's base. 

That overpowers some Alpine river's rush. 
Checks to a lake, whose waves in circles spread ; 
Or the Ked Sea— but the sea is not red. 

CXLU. 

And down the cSS dcs iriamd virgin camey 

And near the cave her quick light footsteps drew. 
While the ton smiled on her with his first flame. 

And young Aurora kiss'd her lips with dew. 
Taking her for a sister ; just the same 

Mistake you would have made on seeing the two. 
Although the mortal, quite as fresh and fair. 
Had ail the advantage too of not being air« 

cxLm* 

And when into tlie cttvero Haidee stepp'd 
All timidly, yet rapidly, she saw 

That like an infant Juan sweetly slept ; 

And then she stopp'd, and stood as if in awe, 
(For sleep is awful) and on tip-toe crept ; 

And wrapt him closer, lest the air, too raw. 
Should reach his blood, then o'er him, still as death. 
Bent, with hush'd lips, that drank his scarce-drawn breath. 
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And thus, like to tn tngA o'er the dying 

Who die in ii|^t8cnnnieflt» she lean'd ; and theve 

All tranquilly the ahipwxeck'd bey was lybg» 
As o'er him lay the calm, and stirkes air ; 

But Zoe the meantme some eggs was fiying, 
Since, after all, no doubt the youthful pair 

Must breakfast, and betimes — lest they should ask it. 

She drew out her provisions from the basket. 

CXLV, 

She knew Aal tholwH iBA&miamitst haTo fklul> 

And tbAi a diifwittdkM yotttk woitU 
Besides, bemg less in lo¥% she yawnM a litdie* 

And felt her yeias chilled by uie neighboaring sea; 
And 80 she cook'd their breakftet to a tittle ^ 

I canH say that she gave them any tea, 
But there were eggs, fruit, co^ee, bread, fish, honey, 
With Scio wine-^and all jfor low^not money. 

CXLVI, 

And Zoe, whoi the ^ggsmaa needy, a&d 

The coffee made, mold ftin have waken'd Jmii ; 
But Haidee stopped he» widi hes qoiek small haad^ 

And without word, a sign her finger drew on . 
Her lip, which Zoe needs must miderstand ; 

And, the first breakfast spoilt, prepared a new one. 
Because her mistress would not let her break 
That sleep which see^i'd as it would ne'ef awake. 

CXJUYII. 

For itin he lay, and imbia thin wom dMsfc 

A purple hectic played like dying day 
On the snow tops of distant hills ; the streak 

Of sufferance yet upon his forehead lay, # 
Where the blue veins look'd shadowy, shrunk, ajid weak ; 

And his black curls were dewy with the spray. 
Which weighM upon them yet, all damp and salt, 
ICiJc'd with the stoi^ Yi^ttrs:Qf the vaul^ 
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CXLVIII. 

And she beiU o'er him, and he lay beneath, 
Hush'd as the babe upon its mother*s breast, 

Droop *d as the willow when no winds can breathe, 
Luird like the depth of ocean when at rest, 

Fair as the crowning rose of the whole wreath, 
Soft as the callow cygnet in its nest ; 

In short, he was a very pretty fellow, 

Although his woes had turned him rather yellow. 

cxLix; 

He woke and gazed, and would have slept again, 
But the fair face which met his eyes forbade 

Those eyes to close, though weariness and pain 
Had further sleep a further pleasure made ; 

For woman^s face was never form'd in vain 
For Juan, so that even when he pray'd 

He tum'd from grizly saints, and martyrs bairy, 

To the sweet portraits of the Virgin Mary, 

CL. 

And thus upon hb elbow he arose, 
* And look'd upon the lady, in whose cheek 
The pale contended with the purple rose. 

As with an effort she began to speak : 
Her eyes were eloquent — her words would pose — 

Although she told him in good modem Greek, 
With an Ionian accent, low and sweet, . 
That he was faint, and must not talk, but eat. 

CLI. 

Nawr Juan could not understand a word. 
Being no Grecian ; but he had an ear, 

And her voice was as the warble of a bird, 
So soft, so sweet, so delicately clear, 

That finer, simpler music ne'er was heard ; 
The sort of sound we echo with a tear, 

Without knowing why — an overpowering tone, 

Whence melody descends as from a throne. 
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CLII.. 

gaiedrat one wbo it awiik^^f^i 



By a distant ovgan, doabting if be 
Not yet a dreamer, tiU the spell is broke 

By the watchman, or some such reality. 
Or by one's early valet's cursed knock ; ^''^^^ 

At least it is 8 heavy sound to me, - 
Who like a morning slumber— for the night ' 
Shows stars and women in a better light. ' 

CLIII. 

And J uaa, too,. was hOp^A out «r0m his dream, — 
Or sleep, or whalsoeW it was> by feeling i»> -/^ ^ ^ 

prodigious appetite : the steam ^ ' - ' f*^^ ♦ f< 
Of Zoe's cookery no^doubt was stealing Wi^'V^ 

Upon his senses, and the kindling beam^ 

Of the new fire, which Zoe kept up, kneeling^: '^ ^i 

To stir her viands, made him quite awake,' '^^^ ^ H 

And long for food, but chiefly a beef-steafc i#* ^^'v*^*^' 

CUV. 

Bitf beef is rare wiAin these oiless isles ; 

Goat s ilesh there is, no doubt, and kid, and mutton ; 
AM when a hohday upon them smiles, 

A joint upon their barbarous spits they put on : 
Jllrt this occurs but seldom, between whiles, 

For some of these are rocks with scarce a hut on. 
Others are fair and fertile, among which, 
1 his, though not large, was one of the most rich. 

CLV. 

I ^ beef is rare, and can't help thinking 

That the whole fable of the Minotaur— 
Frwn which our modern morals, rightly shrinking. 

Condemn the royal lady's taste who wore 
A cow's shape for a mask — was only (sinking 

The allegory) a mere type, no more. 
That Pasiphaj promoted breeding cattle. 
To make the Cretans bloodier '^k battle. 
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CLVI. 

For all know that Engiifth people are 
Fed upon beef— I won't say much oi beer^ 

Because 'tis liqaor only, tfsd being far 
From this ny subject, haano bnsiaesa here i 

We know, too, they are vesy fond of wai;^ 
A pleasure— like all pleaeiixea-Hratlier dear ; 

So were the Cretans — from which I infer, . 

That beef and battles both were owing to her* 

CLVll. 

But to restunok— The languid Juan faiied 
His head upon his elbo^— and he saw 

A sight on 'wtich, he had not lately gased. 
As all his latter q^ala had been quite rav« 

nnee or four things, Ibr which die Lord he praised* 
And feeling still the famish'd vulture gnaw. 

He fell upon whate'er was offer'd, like 

A priest, a shark, alderu^ or pike« 

CLVIII. ^ 

He ate, and he waa wellsi;9plied^ and she 
Who waidi*4hkn like ^ mother, would have tsA 

Him past all bounds, becmse she smiled to see 
Such appetite in one aha had deem'd dead; 

But Zoe» being older than Haidee, 

Knew (by tradition, for she ne'er had read) 
That famish'd people must be slowly nurst. 

And fed by ^pgoasful* else tbey alw%y9 burst. 

C14X.. 

And so she took die Ubeilgr to iHtef 
Bather by deeds than nmds, heomae the case 

Was urgent, that the gentleman, whose fate 

Had made her mistress quit her bed to trace 
The sea-shore at this hour, must leave his plate. 

Unless he wish'd to die upon the place — 
She snatched it, and refused another morsel, 
Saying, he bad gorged enough to make a horse ill* 
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Next they — ^he being naked, save a tatter'd 
Pair of scarce decent trowsers— went to work« 

And in the fire his recent rags they scattered, 
And dress*d him, for the present, like a Turk, 

Or Greek — that is, altboagh it not much matterM,. 
Omittbg turban, slippers^ pistols^ dirk— 

They fumish'd him entirely^ except some stitches^ 

With a dean shirt, and very spacioas bieeehes* 

And then fair Haidee tried her tongue at speaking. 
But not a word could Juan comprehend, 

Although he listened so, that the young Greek ia 
Her eamestness would ne'er have made an end > 

And, as he interrupted not, vent eking 
Her speech out to her proteg6 and friend. 

Till pausing at the last, her breath to take. 

She saw he did not understand Romaie. 

And then she had recourse to nods and ?igns. 
And smiles, and sparkles of the speaking eye. 

And read (the only book she could) the lines 
Of his fai]^ face, and found, by sympathy. 

The answer eloquent, where the soul shines. 
And darts, in one quick glance, a Ion? reply ; 

And thus in eveiy look she saw express d 

A world of words, and tilings set wlueh she guessed* 

CLXIII. 

And now, by dint of fingers and of eyes, 
And words repejated after her, he took 

A lesson in her tongue ; but by surmisa, 
No doubt, less of her language than her look : 

As he who studies fervently the skies 
Turns oltener to the stars than to bis book. 

Thus Juan learnt his alpha beta better 

|*rom Haidee's glance than any graven letter* 

1 1 
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cx-xiv. 

Tib plearing to be acliool^d in a strange tongue 
By female- lips and eyes — that is, I mean, 

When both the teacher and the taught are young, 
As was the case, at least,, where I have been : 

They smile so when one's right, and when one's wrong. 
Tiiey smile still more, and then there intervene 

Pressure of hands, perhaps even a chaste kiss ^ 

I le^'d the little that I know by this ; 

CLXV. 

I^atis, some woids of Spatiishf Turk, and Greek, ' 
Italian not at all, having no teachers ; 

Much English I cannot pretend to speak, ' . ' 

Learning that language chiefly from its preachers. 
Barrow, South, Tillotson, whom every week * * ^ - 

I study, also Blair, the highest reachers . ' \ . ' 
Of eloquence in piety and prose-^ 

I hate your poets, so read none of those^ ' . / 

CLXVI. 

• 

As for the ladies, I have nought to say, ' 

A wanderer from the British world of fashion. 

Where I, like other " dogs, have had my day," 
Like other men, too, may have had my passion — 

But that, like other things, has passM away : 
And all her fools whom I could lay the lash on. 

Foes, friends, men, women, now are nought to me> 

But dreams of what has been* no more to be. 

« 

•CLXVII. 

Return we to Don Juan.— He begun, * 
To hear new words, and to repeat them j but 

Some feelings, universal as the sun, 

Were such as could not in his breast be shut 

More than within the bosom of a nun : 

He was in love — as you would be, no doubt,, 

With a young benefactress — sowasshefc 

Just in the way we very often* see* * S 
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CLXVIII. 

And evety day by dsy-hreak — ^rather earty 
For Juan, who was somewliat fond ofj wwt ^ 

She came into the cave^ hat it was merely 
To see her bird reposiug in his nest ; 

jlnd she would softly stir his locks so curly. 
Without disturbing her yet slumbering guest. 

Breathing all gently o*er his cheek and mouth. 

As o^er a bed of roses the sweet south* 

CLXIX. 

And every mom Us colMr fiposhliet came;, 

And every day help'd on his convalescence ; 
Twas well, because health in the human ftame 

Is pleasant, besides being true lovers essence. 

For healtli and idleness to passion's flame 

Are oil and gunpowder ; and some good lessons 
Are also learnt from Ceres and from Bacchus, 
Without wlvom Venus will not long attack us. 

CJLXX* 

While Venus ffils Ae heart (without heart, lealiy 
Love, though good always, is not quite so good) 

Ceres presents a plate of yermicelft— , 
For love must be sustained like flesh and blood-^ 

While Bacchus pours out wine, or hands a jelly : 
Eggs, oysters too, are amatory food \ 

But who is their purveyor from above. 

Heaven knows — ^itmay be Neptune, Pan, or Jove* 

When Juan woke, he found some good lUngs tea^, 

A bath, a breakfiist, and the finest eyes . ^ 

That ever made a youthful heart less steady, 

Besides her maid's, as pretty for their size j 
But I have spoken of all this already — 

And repetition's tiresome and unwise — 
Well — Juan, after bathing in the sea. 
Came flways back to coffee and Hatdee« 

I 3 
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cLxxn. 

Both were bo yomng, and one so mnmmi. 
That bathing passed for DoChing ; Juanaeeni'd 

To her, as 'twere the kind of being sent. 

Of whom these two years she had nightly dream'd, 

A something ta be loved — a creature meant 
To be her happiness — and whom she deemed 

To render happy : all who joy would win 

Must share it — ^Happiness was bom a.twia^ 

It was tach pleasim to behold Urn, sochr 

Enlargemeat of existence to partake 
Nature with him, to thrill beneath his touch, 

To watch him slumbering, and to see him wake ^ 
To live with him for ever were too much ; 

But then the thought of parting made her quake ^ 
He was her own — her ocean treasure — cast 
Like a rich wreGk-*-her first love, aad her last. 

And thus a moon toU'd on,, and fabr Haldol 

Paid daily visits to her boy, and took 
Such plentiful precautions, that still he 

Remained unknown within his craggy nook ^ 
At last her father's prows put out to sea, 

For certain merchantmen upon the look. 
Not, as of yore, to carry off an lo, . • • 

But three Ka^j^usan vet^sels bouud for Scio. 

CLXXV. • 

Then came her freedom — for she had no mother-^ 
So that, her father being at sea, sh»was 

Free as a married woman, or such other 
Female, as where she likes may freely pass. 

Without even the incumbrance of her brother. 
The freest she that ever gazed on glass, 

I speak of Christian lands in this comparison. 

Where wives, at least, are seldom kept in garii&in. 
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crtxxvi. 

Now she proioDg'd her visits aud her talk, 
(For they must talk) and he had learnt lo say 

So much as to propose to take a walk — 
For little had he wander'd since Him day 

On which, like a voung flower snapp'd from the stalk. 
Drooping and aewy on the beach he lay — 

And thus tney walked out in the aftemoon. 

And saw the sun set opposite the moon. 

CLXXVII. 

It was a wild and breaker-beaten coast. 
With clififs above, and a broad sandy shore. 

Guarded by shoals and rocks as by an host. 
With here and there a creek, whose aspect wore 

A better welcome to the tempest-tost ; 
And rarely caused the haughty billow's roar. 

Save on the dead long summer aays, which make 

The outstretched ocean glitter like a lake« 

CLXXVIIK 

And the small ripple spilt upon the beach. 

Scarcely oV^rpass'd the cream of your champaigne, 
When o'er the brim the sparkling bumpers reach« 

The spring dew of the spirit I the heart's rain ! 
Few things surpass old wine !• and they may preach 

Who please — the more because they preach in vain — * 
I Let us have wine and woman, mirth aud laughter, 
^Sermons and soda-water the day after. 

CLXXiX. 

Man, being reasonable, must get drunk. 

The best of life isjbut intoxication : 
Glory, the grape, love, goldr-in these are sunk 

The hopes of all men, and of every nation ; 
Without their sap, how branchless were the trunk 

Of life's strange tree, so fruitful on occasion : 
But to return — Get very drunk ; and when 
You woke with head-ache, you shall bco what then 



Digitized by Google 



lOff BON JfTAN. 

CLXXX. 

Bing for yoiu'Talel — bid him quickly bring 
Some hock'and soda-water^ then you'll know 

A pleasure worthy Xerxes the great king ; 
For not the best sherbet, sublimed with snow. 

Nor the first sparkle of the desart spring. 
Nor Burgandy in all its suDset glow. 

After long travel, ennui, love, or slaughter, 

Vie with the draught of hock and soda-water* 

CLXXXI. . 

The coast— I thank it was the coast that I 

Was just describing — ^Yes, it was the coast—*' 
Lay at mis period quiet as the sky» 

The sands untumbled, the blue waves untost. 

And all was stillness, save the sea-bird''s cry. 

And dolphin's leap, and little billow crost 
By some low rock or shelve, that made it frel 
Against the boundary it scarcely wet. 

CLXXXII. 

• And forth they wander^'d, her sire being gone. 

As I have said» upon an expedition. 
And mother, brother, guardian, she had none. 

Save Zoe, who, although with due precision 
She waited on her lady with the sun, 

Thought daily service was her only mission. 
Bringing warm water, wreathing her long tresses. 
And asking now and then for cast-off dresses. 

CLXXXllI. 

It was the cooliae hour, just when the rounded 

Red stin sinks down behind the asure hill. 
Which then seems as if the whole earth it bounded. 

Circling all nature, hush'd, and dim, and still. 
With the far mountain crescent half surrounded 

On one side, and the deep sea calm and chill 
Upon the other, and the rosy sky, 
With one star sparkling thyugh it like an eye. 
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And thus they wandered ferth^ and hand in hand» 

Over the shining pebhies and the ahells. 
Glided along die smooth and hardened sand» 

And in the worn and wild receptacles 

Work'd by the storms, yet worked as it were plannM, 

In hollow halls, with sparry roofs and cells, 
They turnM to rest ; and, each clasp' d by an arm^ 
Yielded to the deep twilight's purple cliarm,. 

CLXXXV. 

They look'd up to the sky, whose floating glow ^ 
Spread like a rosy ocean, vast and bright ; 

They gazed upon the glittering sea below. 

Whence the broad moon rose circling into sight : 

They heard the waves splash, and the wind so low. 
And saw each other's dark eyes darting light 

Into each other — and, beholding this, 

Their lips drew near, and clung into a kiss* 

CLXXXVI. 

A long, long kiss, a kiss of youth, and love/. 

And beauty, all concentrating like rays 
Into one focus, kindled from above ; 

Such kisses as belong to early days, 
Where heart, and soul, and seuse, in concert move. 

And the blood's lava, and the pulse a blaze. 
Each kiss a heart-quake — for a kiss's strength, 
I think it must be reckoned by its length* 

CLXXXVXI, 

By length I mean duration : theirs endured 

Heaven knows how long, no doubt they never reckon 'd j 
And if they had, they could not have secured 

The sum of their sensations to a second ; 
They had not spoken ; but they felt allured, 

As if their souls and lips each other beckonM, 
Which, being join'd, like swarming bees they clung, 
Their heaita the flowers from whence the honey sprung 
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CLXXXVIII. 

They were alone, but not alone as they 

Who, shut in chambers, think it loneliness > 

The silent ocean, and the starlight bay, 

The twilight glow, which momently grew less. 

The voiceless sands, and dropping caves, that lay 
Around them, made them to each other press» 

As if there were no life beneath the sky 

Save theirsy and that their life could never die» 

CLXXXIX. 

They feared no eyes nor ears on that lone beach, 
They felt no terrors from the night, they were 

All in all to each other ; though their speech 

Was broken words, they thought a language ther< 

And all the burning tongues the passions teach. 
Found in one sigh the best interpreter 

Of nature's oracle — first love — that all 

Which Eve hath left her daaghtera since h*er fall* 

cxc. 

Haidee spoke not of scruples, askM no vow8> 
Nor offerM any ; she had never heard 

Of plight and promises to be a spouse. 
Or perils by a loving maid incurred ; 

She was all which pure ignorance allows, 

And iew to her young mate, like a young birdf 

And never having dreamt of falsehood, she 

Had not one wora to say of constancy. 

CXCI. 

She loved, and was beloved — she adored. 

And she was worshippM; after nature's fashion^ 

Their intense souls^ into each other pour'd. 
If souls could die, had perish'd in that pasuon— 

But by degrees their senses were restored. 
Again to be o'ercome, again to dash on ; 

And beating 'gainst his bosom, HaideeV heart 

^t as if never more to beat apart* 
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» 

JUmI tb^ were so young, 80 beantilal. 
So londy, loving, helplem, and tbe hoar 

Was Jthat in which the heart is always fall. 
And, having o^er itself no further power. 

Prompts deeds eternity cannot annul. 

But pays of moments in an endless shower 

Of Hell-fire — all prepared for people giving 

Pleasure or psUn to one another living. 

Alas! for Juan and Haidee I they were 
So loving and so lovely, till then never, 

Excepting our first parents, such a pair 

Had run the risk of being damn'd for ever ; 

And Haidce, being devout as well as fair, 

Had, doubtless, heard about the Stygian river* 

And hell and purgatory — but forgot 

Just in the vQxy cri^ she should not. 

CXCIV* 

They look upon each other, and their eyes 

Gleam in the moonlight, and her wbite arm clasps 

Round Juan^s head, axid his around hers lies 
Half buried in the tresses which it grasps ; 

She sits upon his knee, and drinks his sighs. 
He hers, until they end in broken gasps ; 

And thus they form a group that's quite antique. 

Half naked, loving, pat^irai and Greek. 

AM when those deep and burning moments passed. 
And Juan sunk to sleep within her arms, 

She slept not, but all tenderly though fast, 
SustainM his head upon her bosom's charms ^ 

And now and then her eye to heaven is cast. 

And then on the pale cheek her breast now warmSt 

Pillowed on her overflowing heart, which pants 

With all it granted* with aU it grants. 
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CXCVI. 

■ 

An infiait when it gazes on a light» 
A child the moment "^hen it dndns the breast, 

A devotee when soars the host in sight, 
An Arab with a stranger for a guest, 

A sailor when the prize has struck in fight, 
A miser filling his most hoarded chest. 

Feel rapture ; but not such true joy are reaping 

As they who watch o'er what they love while sleeping^ 

cxcvii. 

For there it lies so tranquil, so bekyveii. 
All that it hath of life with us is living ; 

So gentle, stirless, helpless and unmoved. 
And all unconscious of the joy 'tis giving : 

Ail it hath felt, inflicted, passed, and prov'd, 

Hush'd into death beyond the watcher's diving j 

There lies the thing we love, with all its errors. 

And all its charms, like death without its tenors* 




CXCVJIIi 

The lady watcVd her lover— and that honr 

Of love's, and night's, and ocean's solitude, 
O'erflow'd her soul with their united power ; 

Amidst the barren sand and rocks so rude 
She and her wave-worn love had miide their bower, 

Where nought upon their passion could intrude. 
And all the stars that crowded the blue space 
Saw nothing happier than her glowing face. 

CXCIX, 

Alas! the love of womeni it is known ^ 

To be a lovely and a fearful thing ; 

For all of theirs upon that die is thrown, 
And if 'tis lost, life hath no more to bring 

To them but mockeries of the past alone, 
And their revenge is as the tiger's spring, 

Deadly, and quick, and crushing ; yet, as real 

Torture is theirs, what they inflict they feel. 
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cc. 

They are right ; for mao^ to man so oft unjost. 

Is always so to women; ona sole bond 
Awaits them ; treachery is all their trust ; 

Taught to conceal, their bursting hearts despond 
Over their idol, till some wealthier lust 

Buys them in marriage — and what rests beyond 1 
A thankless husband, next a faithless lover. 
Then dressmg, nursing, praying, and all's over* 

• cel. « 

Some take a lover, some take drams or prayers, 
Some mind their household, others dissipation. 

Some run away, and but exchange their cares. 
Losing the advantage of a virtuous station } 

Few changes e'er can better their affairs. 
Theirs being an unnatural situation. 

From the dull palace to the dirty hovel : ' 

Some play the devil, and then write a novel. 

CCIU 

Ilaidee was Nature's bride, and knew not this ; 

Haidee was Passion's child, born where the sun 
Showers triple light, and scorches even the kiss 

Of his gazel-eyed daughters ; she was one 
Made but to love, to feel that she was his 

Who was her chosen ; what was said or done 
Elsewhere was nothing — She had nought to fear, 
Hope, care, nor love beyond, her heart beat here. 

CCIII. 

And, oh ! that quickening of the heart, that beat! 

How much it costs us ! yet each rising throb 
Is in its cause as its effect so sweet. 

That Wisdom, ever On the watch to rob 
Joy of its alchymy, and to repeat 

Fine truths : even Conscience, too, has a tough job 
To make us understand each good old maxim, 
So good — I wonder Castlereagh don't tax 'em. 

K 
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CCIV. 

And now 'twas dono— ^on the lone shore were plighted 
Their hearts ; the stars, their nuptial torches^ shed 

Beauty upon the beautiful they lighted : 

Ocean their witness, and the cave their bed, 

By their own feelings hallow*d and united, 

Their priest was Solitude, and they were wed ; 

And they were happy, for to their young eyes 

Each was an angel, and earth paradise^ 

ccv. 

Oh, Love ! of whom great Cresar was the suitor; 

Titus, the master ; Antony, the slave ; 
Horace, Catullus, scholars ; Ovid, tutor ; 

Sappho, the sage blue-stocking, in whose grave 
All those may leap who rather would be neuter— 

(Leucadia's rock still overlooks the wave) 
Oh, Love ! thou art the very god of evil. 
For, after all, we cannot call thee devil. 

CCVl. 

Thou makest the chaste connubial state precarious. 
And jestest vrith the brows of mightiest men: 

Caesar and Pompey, Mahomet, Belisarius, 

Have much employed the muse of history's pen : 

Their lives and fortunes were extremely various. 
Such worthies Time will never see again ; 

Yet to these four, ih three things the same luck holds, 
^ They all were heroes, conquerors, and cuckolds. 

covir. 

Thou makest philosophers : there's Epicurus 

And Aristippus, a material crew ; 
Who to immoral courses would allure us. 

By theories quite practicable too : 
If only from the devil they would insure us. 

How pleasant were the maxim, (not quite new) 
" Eat, drink, and love, what can the rest avail us?'* 
So said the royal sage Sardanapalus, 
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CCVIil. 

But Juan ! had he quite forgotten Julia 1 

And should he have forgotten her so soon ? 
I can't but say it seems to me most truly a 

Perplexing question ; but, no doubt, the moon 
Does these things for us, and whenever newly a 

Palpitation rises, 'tis her boon, 
Else how the devU is it that fresh features 
Have such a charm for us poor human creaturei T 

CCIX, 

I hate inconstancy— I loathe, detest, 

Abhor, condemn, abjure the mortal made 
Of such quicksilver clay that in his breast 

No permanent foundation can be laid ; 
Love, constant love, has been my constant guest. 

And yet last night, being at a masquerade, 
I saw the prettiest creature, fresh from Milan, 
Which gave me some sensations like a villain, 

COX. 

But soon Philosophy came to my aid. 

And whispered, Think of every sacred tie!" 
** I will, my dear Philosophy !" I said, 

" But then her teeth, and then, Oh Heaven ! her eye ! 

1*11 just inquire if she be wife or maid, 

" Or neither— out of curiosity." 
" Stop !" cried Philosophy, with air so Grecian, 
(Though she was masqued then as a fair Venetian.) 

CCXI. 

" Stop !" so I stopped. — But to return : that which 

Men call'd inconstancy, is nothing more 
Than admiration due where Nature's rich 

Profusion with young beauty covers o'er 
Some favoured object ; and as in the niche 

A lovely statue we almost adore. 
This sort of admiration of the real. 
Is but a heightening of the " beau ideal '* 
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CCXII, 

*TIb the peiceptloii of Iho bemitiAtU 

A fine ezlenaiim of tke faculties 
Fktonio, unhenalt wonderfol^ 

Drawn front thtf Itars, and filterM tlirough the nkiea. 
Without which life would be extremely dull ^ 

In short, 'tis the use of our own eye* 
With one or two small senses added* just 
To hint that &ei$k is fona'd of fiery dost* 

CCXllI* 

yet 'tli a palnfiil feelings and tmwiffing, . 

PoF surely if we always could perceive 
In the sam^ object graces quite as killing. 

As when she rose upon us like an Eve, 
'Twould save ua many an heart-ache, many a shUttng; 

(For we must get them any how, or grieve,) 
Whereas if one sole lady pleased for ever, 
. How pleaaant for the heart, aa wall as liver ! 

CCXIV* 

The heart is like the sky, a part of heaven. 
But changes night and day too, like the sky ; 

Now o'er it clouds and thunder must be driven. 
And darkness and destruction as on high : 

But when it hath been scorched, and pierced, and ilven^ 
Its storms expire in water drops ; the eye 

Pbura forth at last the heart's blood turned to teaiSt 

Which malGe the i^igUah dimaite of onr yeaxs. 

CCXV. 

The liver is the lazaret of bile, 

But very rarely executes its function, 
For the first passion stays there such a while. 

That all the rest creep in and form a junction, . 
Like knots of vipers on a dunghill's soil, 

Rage, fear, hate, jealottsyt revenge, compunction. 
So that all mischiefs spring up from this cntrail, 
''^^ eartfaquakflk bom the hidden ^ call'd oenlraL'^ * 
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CCXYI* 

Lf die mean time, without poceeding mm 

In this anatomv» I'to finished now 
Two hundred and odd stansas as before^ 

That being about the number VU allow 

Each canto of the twelve, or twenty-four ; 

And, laying down my pen, I make my bow. 
Leaving Don Juan and Haidee to plead 
For them and theirs with all who deign to read 
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CANTO Ifl. 



I. 

* Hail Muse ! et cetera, — We left Juan sleeping, 

Pillow'd apon a fair and happy breast, 
And watch'd by eyes that never yet knew w eoping. 

And loved by a young heart, too deeply blest, 
To feel the poison through her spirit creeping, 

Or know who rested there ; a foe to rest 
Had soil'd the ourrent of her sinless years, 

* And tam'd her pure heart's purest Uood to tears. • 

lU 

Oh, Love ! what is it in this world of ours 
Which makes it fatal to be loved 1 Ah ! why 

With cypress branches hast thou wreathed thy bowers^ 
And made thy best interpreter a sigh ? 

As those who dote on odours pluck the flowers, 
And place them on their breast — but place to die — 

Thus the frail bebgs ime would f(md)y cherish 

• frf* 

In her first passion woman loves her lover» 

In all the others all she loves is love. 
Which grows a habit she can ne'er get over^ 

And fits her loosely, like an easy glorOf 
^Asvoa may find, whene'er you like to prove her : 

One man alone at first her heart can move ; 
She tfien pvefers htm fai the plural number, 
Nat iiiidiDg thai the additions mach^oMmmber. 
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IV. 

I know not if the iMilt be men's or Uuin ; 

But one thing's pietty siire ; a woman planted— 
(Unless at once she plunge in life for prayers^-* 

After a decent time must be gaUaated ; 
Although, no doabt» h&c first of loTe affairs 

Is that to whieh her lieait is ^phoUy granted ; 
Yet there are soine> say, hkwe had mtme. 
But those who have ne'er end with only one* 

V. 

"Tis melancholy, and a fearfal s^pi 

Of human firail^, ftiliy, also anne» 
That kyve and mamage carely can oomlnnei 

Although they both a^e born in the same elime ; 
Marriage from lQive» like megar bam wine^ 

A sad, ^oor, sober beverage — by time 
Is shOT>en'd from its high celestisi flavour 
Dowa to a very hoi^ie^ household savour* 

VI. 

There's something of antipathy, as 'tw«9#> . ' 

Between thm piresent and their Artom stele s 
A kind of llaltery thflyfe hardly fair 

la used until thp tsnth armes loo late 

Yet what can people do, except despair 1 

The same things change their names at euch a rate 
For instance — passion in a lover's glorious. 
But in a husband is pronguimd u^iooou^t 

Vtf. 

Men grow ashamed of Mag ef> veif 9 ' 
Thev sometunes eto^ ffBt tttde tii»d» 

(But that, of coume, is rare) and despond : 
The same things cannot always be admired^ 

Yet 'tis *' so nominated in the boiid," *^ 
That both are Ued HiU one shall have expired. 

Sad thought ^ to lose the spouse that was adorning / 

Our days, and put cn^e's servMits ^nle mouoUag. 
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VIII, 

There'e doubtless something in domestic doings, ' 
Which forms, in fact, true love's antithesis ; 

Romances paint at full length people's wooings. 
But only give a bust of marriages ; 

For no one cares for matrimonial cooings. 
There's nothing wrong in a connubial kiss : 

Think you if Laura had been Petrarch's wife 

He would have written sonnets all his life j 

All tragedies are finished by a death, 

All comedies are ended by a marriage ; 
The future state of both are left to faith, 

For authors fear description might disparage 
The worlds to ccnne of both, or fall beneath, 

And then both worlds would punish their miscarriage ; 
So leaving each their priest and prayer-book ready, 
They say no more of Death or of the lady, 

X. 

The only two that in my recollection 

Have sung of heaven and hell, or marriage, are 

Dante and Milton, and of both the affection 
Was hapless in their nuptials, for some bar 

Of fault or temper ruined the connexion — 

(Suj?h things, in fact, it don't ask much to mar) ; 

But Dante's Beatrice and Milton's Eve 

Were not drawn from their spouses, you perceive. 

XI. 

Some persons say that Dante meant theology 

By Beatrice, and not a mistress — I, • 

Although my opinion may require apology, 
Deem tliis a commentator's phantasy. 

Unless, indeed, it was from his own knowledge ho 
Decided thus, and shew'd good reason why \ 

I think that Dante's more abstruse ecstatics 

Meant to personify the mathematics* 
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Xllii ^'>>.« 

Haidee and Juan were not aoaarrled, but 
The fault was thek^ not mmi it is not f^kt 

Chaste reader^ thn, in mj way to p«t 
Ilie blame on me, unless you wiA they were $ 

Then, if ypu'd have them wedded, please to abut 
The book whidi tmrts of this enroneoos psirt 

Before the consequences grow too aw^ ; 

'Tis dangerous to i^aA of ioves unlawful 

Yet they were happy>--f4Mqpipy in thviUisit « 

Indulgence of thm innocent desms ; 
But more imprudent grown wilhf avei^ visit, 

Haidee forgot tba wand was her sue*s ; 

When we have what we like, His hard to miss it. 

At least in the beginning, ere one tires j 
Thus she came often, not a moment losing, 
Wh^st her piratic^ papst was cruising* 

• 

Let not Us mode <rf raisfaqf ensil aem sinnge. 

Although he fleeced the flags of evesy »iImmi» 
For into a prime nunister but change 

His title, and 'tis nothing but taxation ; 
Bat he, more modest, took an humbler range 

Of life, and in an honester vocation 
Pursued o'er the high seas his watery journey. 

And merely practised a» a> sear^ttem^ 

The good old gentleman had been detamed 

By winds and waves, and some important captures > 

And, in the hope of more, at sea remained, 

Although a squall or two had damp'd his raptures. 

By swamping one of the prizes ; he had chained 
His prisoners, dividing them like chapters 

In number'd lots ; they all had cuffs and collars* « 

Andsrveri^lfideachfrom tea to a bundled doUais* 
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XVI. 

Some be dAqposed eC.eff OlM Matapiaii 
Among his frie&ds tiie MaiMte^ eoiM ke mU 

To his Tunis correspondestSy saye oAe mu 
Toss'd overboard, unsaleable (bein^ old) ; 

The rest — save here and there some richer one, 
Resen'^ed for future ransom in the hold, 

Were linked alike, as for the common people he 

Had a large order from the Q&y ol TripolL 

XW. 

The merchandise was eerved in the eaoe way^ 

Pieced out for different marts in the Levanti 
£zcept some certain portions of the prey. 

Light classic articles of female want, 
French stuffs, lace, tweezers, toothpicks, teapot tray. 

Guitars and castanets from Alicant, 
All which selected from the spoil he gathers, 
Robb'd for his daiigtor by the best ^ 

XVIU. 

A monkey, a Dutch mastiff, a maccaw, 

Two parrots, with a Persian cat and kittens^ 

He chose from several animals he saw — 

A terrier, too, which once bad been a Briton^ 

Who dying on the coast of Ithaca, 

The peasants gave the poor dumb thing a pktaiM)e 

These to seette » tUsstnmg Uewrkig weatiies» 

He caged teM^Ii«gelMAp«r«llogBtfMik 

Then having settled his marine affairs, 

Despatching siingle cruisers here and tkere» 

His vessel having need of some repairs. 

He shaped his course to where his daughter ieiir 

Continued still her hospitable cares; 
But that part of the coast being shoal and biM^ ^ . 

And roiifj^ ivMi veefii ^ich ran out many amibb 

His portlay on' Aeeiher side o^lhe ista. 
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* 

And Umbto he went aaliore^ipltheatdeia^f 
Having ho custom-house nor qaarsailine 

To ask him awkward questions on the way 
About the time ud place where he had been: 

He left his ship to be hove down neatt day, 

. With orders to the people to careen ; 

So that all hands were busy beyond measure. 

In getting out good4» ballast^ guns, and treasure* 

XXI. 

Arriirmg at ths summit of a hiU 

Which oTerloek'd the white waUs of his faoaie» ' 
He stopp'dw-— What ainguiaremotinnB fill 

Their bosoms who hSve been indnoed to roam t 
With fluttering doubts all be well or ill~ 

With love lor many, and with fears for some ; 
All feelings which o'erleap the years long lost, 
And bring ouj:^heartd.back to their starting-poet. 

The approiMdiolbom0ioliiisbaaidi«ndlifrflii0i# 

After long jkmrdMng by land or water, 
Most naturally some small dtoufat inspires* ' 

A female family's a serious matter ; 
(None trusts the sex more, or so much admiresr— 

But they hate flattery, so I never flatter ;) 
Wives in their husbands' absences grow subtler. 

And daughters somatiroea run off with the bjatier. 




An honest gentleman at hia retmn 

May not have the good fortune of Ulysses ; 
Not all lone matrons for their husbands mourn. 

Or shew the same dislike to suitors' kisses j 
The odds are that he finds a handsome urn 

To his memory, and two or three young misses 
Bom to some friend, who holds his wife and riches* 
And that hia Argus bilat him by the breeches* 

L 

k 
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XXIV. 

If single, probably his plighted fair 

Has in his absenco wedded some rich miser ; 

But all the better, for the happy pair ' 
May quarrel, and the lady growing wise_r. 

He may resume his amatory care # 
As cavalier servente, or despise her ; 

And that his sorrow may not be a dumb one, 

Write odes on the Inconstancy of Woman. 

.XXV. 

And oh ! yo gentlemen who have already 

Some chaste liaison of the kind — I mean 
An honest friendship with a married lady — 

The only thing of this sort ever seen 
To last — of all connexions the most steady, 

And the true Hymen, (the first but a screens- 
Yet for all that keep not too long away, 
Tve known the absent wronged four time^ a-day . 

XXVI. 

Lambro, our sea-solicitor^ who had 

Much less experience of dry land than ocean, 

On seeing his own chimney-smoke, felt glad ; 
But not knowing metaphysics, had no notion 

Of the true reason of his not being sad. 
Or that of- any other strong emotion ; 

He loved his child, and would have wept the loss of her, 

But knew the cause no more than a philosopher. 

XXVII. 

He saw iiis white walls shining in the sun. 
His garden trees all shadowy and green ; 

He heard his rivulet's light bubbling run, 

The distant dog-bark ; and perceived between 

The umbrage of the wood so cool and dun 
The moving figures, and the sparkling sheen 

Of arms — (in the East all arm) — and various dyes 

Of coloured garbs, as bright as butterflies. 
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XXVIII. 

And as the spot -vtrkere tk^ appefur he neai^ ' 
Saipriaed at tkoae imwonted siffne of idlkq*^ 

He hears— ^alaa! no muatc of the spheres. 
But an unhallow^ eatlUljramad oi fid^gl 

A melody which made ym doabt his eara» 
The cause bring \Ab nesniig or vttUdii 

A pipe, too, and a ofam, aiM rfMMrity allofi 

A most unoriental roar of laughter^ 



And atffl* more neatlf the place advaael^gy 

Desoending rallM qurckly HiedeeKtil^y 
Thnmgh the wared hmiiehee e^er Ae gieeiiawaid eN^bigi 

'Micbt other indicatioM of listtf filj^. 
Seeing a troop of hts dMiefi^s daM^ 

Like derviseB, who turn as on a piTOt, he 
Perceived it was the Pyrrhic dance so martial^ 
To which the Lerantkes are very partial* 



And farther <a% gram of i^tecian girh. 
The first and <allMt her whte kuKhtef w»n^ 

Were strong togalteaMkeAsavitflMcbf ^ 
linkM hand Ui hftsd, aaddaiMDing ; eaehteo iia»j 

Down her white neck kmg fioattng anbnrm oniis^ 
(The least of which would set ten poets rating)^ 

Their leader sang— and bounded to her song » 

With choral sMp md voice,^ the visgia throng. . , 



m 
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SmaH social patte j«et begs* io 

Pilaus and meats of sMmlsanst Ike gai^ 
And flasks of Samum and of China wte% . 

And sherhet cooling in the porous vase ; ^ 

Ahove them their desert grew on its vine^ 
The orange and pomegranate nodding o^er, 
Dropp'd in their lafMH scam {4ttck'4, their mellow store. 
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XXXlii 

A band of children, round a snow-white ram. 
There wreathe his yenerable horns with flowers i 

While peaceful as if still an unwean'd lamb. 
The patriarch ot the flock all f^aotiy cowm 

His sober head* j^kajestically tao&et 
Or eatsYrom oat the paliOt or plajjffiil loweift 

HU biewy as if ia ^ to biiltf and thaa 

Yielding to their jUVjU lk9^^ 

XXXillf 

Tlieir dastical profileiy vid gUt^riag 4iemi» i 
Their large h]»Kk ej/eg^ wa 0of( seraphic Ghaek^i 

Crimsoji as delt pomegraaata«» tbeMr^loag lraMe% 
The gesture vhich enekaals, the eye &at q»ealMit 

The innocence which happy childhood Ueatea, 
Hade qmte a piotttie of these libda G^ertui I 

So that the philosophical beholder 

Sigh'd for their sake^H-^that they should e'c^r g^ow o}der« 

Aisr» adwarf l|«iiiQa stood teUiDg ta|ei 

To a iedate grey dxele of old s»okoni» 
Of secret treaoarea ibwd In hidden valeia 

Of wondoffol replies from Arab jokers. 
Of charms to make good gold and oore h«id aUsb 

Of rocks bewitched that open to the koockeia 
Of magic ladies who, by one sole act. 
Transformed their iosi^ to bes^tf (hu( tbs^'e a laQt)w 

Here waa w liiek of iiuKMesi ^leiiieA 

Forthe ]«a|^«ilien w tibe seaaai^ 
Song, dance, ^Kais» mvsics storisa 4po» the Persian, 

All pretty pastimes in which no ofi^nce is ; 
But J^ambro saw all these things with aversion. 

Perceiving in his absence such expense. 
Dreading that climax of all human ills, 
. The inflamauMien of bis weekly biUs, 
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XXXVI. 

Ah ! wb^t is iiMMi 1 what perils sdll envfatm 
The happiest mortals eVen after ditiner^ 

A day of gold from out an age of iron 
la ail that life aUowaHie lackietl ainiier ; 

Fleasiire (whene'er ehe sings, at least) 's a siren. 
That luree to flay sliTethe young beginner ; 

Lambro^s reception at'liis peopIe^s baoquet 

Wa3 such as &cq accords to wet a blanket. 

XXXVIl. 

Ho— beliig a ttan who seldom used a teorA 
Too amch^ and wtsMng gladly to surprise 

(In general he eurprhed men with the sword) 
His daughtev-^ad not sent before to adTise 

Of his amiralf to diat M one tdrr'd ; 
And'long he paused to re-assure his eyes. 

In fact, much more astonish'd than delighted. 

To find 60 moch good company invited. > 

xxxviii: 

He did not know-H(Alaat bow men 

That a report, (especially the Oredn) - * - 

AvoucVd his death* (such peojde never die), 

And put his house in mourning sereral weeks. 

But now their eyes and also lips were dry ; 

The bloom too had return'd to Haidee's cheeks. 
Her tears too being return'd into their fount. 
She now kept house upon her own account. - * * 

XXXIX. 

Hence afl this rice, inMef , daiidag» wine, an\l flM^, 
Which turned the isle>iutii a place of pleasure ; 

The servants all were getting drunk or idling, 
A life which made them happy beyond measure^ 

Her father's hospitality seem'd middling, 

Compared with what Haidee did with his treasure 
*Twas wonderful how things went on improving,. 
While she had not one hour to spare from loving. 



perhaps yoli tfiiofc III itonAfiiig Oft tUi iMitl - 
He flew bto a passion, and in fact 

There was no mighty reason to be pleased ; 

Perhaps you prophesy some sudden act. 
The whip, the rack, or dungeon at the leasts 

To teach his people to be more exacts 
And that proceeding at a very high rate. 

He showed tb« fmciaitfs « 

TWre wrong. — He was the mildest laanner'd man 

That ever Bcuttled ship or cut a throat y 
With such true breeding of a gentleman, , • 

Yott never could divine his real thought ; 
4 No courtier could, and scarcely womau can 

Gird more deceit within a petticoat ; 
Pity he loved adventurous life's variety. 

He Wf§ so a lopl IQ gCMHl MMSM^y* 

Advancing to the nearest dinner tray, * ' « 

Tapping the shoulder of the nighest guestj, 
With a peculiar smile, which, by the way^. 

Boded no good, whatever it expressed. 
He ask'd the meaning of this holiday ; 

The vinous Greek to whom he ha4. addms'ii 
His qviesdont much too maty to diviiO 
The qaeqlmex^iaUti|i.% gteii of wii^ 

9UU* 

And without turning bis facetious head. 

Over his shoulder, with a Bacchant au^ 
Presented the overflowing cup, and said, 

Talkin^^'e dry work, I have no time to spaso» ^ 
A second hiccup'd, Ou9 oU miMitei^s dead, 

You^d better ask our mistioiib wfaois bill Ikm^* 
OnrmistiMsl^ qiieth alhifd& Oornttstiosal^pooM'**" 
You neon Qiir mastei^fHiPl Ibe oldt bitf 
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XLIV. 

These rMoals, being new oomers, knew not wliom 
Tho Y thnt addiefl8*d^-fkiid Lambro'e vbage 

And o Bt hb eves a momentary gloom 

PassM, but he strove quite courteously to quell 

The expression, and endeavouring to resume 

His smile, requested one of them to tell 
The name and quality of his new patron, 
Who seemM to nave tum'd Uaidee into a matron. 

XLV. 

I know oot,^ 4|tioa Al ftllow, wfco or #Iuit ' 
He is* nor whence^lie cftme-^nd Iftlle cnre ; 
" But this I know» that this roast capon's fat, 

** And that good wine ne'er washed down better fare ; 

And if you are not satisfied with that, 

*• Direct your questions to my neighbour there 5 
** He'll answer all for better or for worse, 
" i;'or non^ likes more to hear himself converse*^' [1} ' 

XLVI. 

I said tbat'Lambfo vnm a man of patience, ' 

And certainly <re rfiew'd the best of breeding, 
Which scarce even France, the paragon of nations. 

E'er saw her most polite of sons exceeding ; 
He bore these sneers against his near relations. 

His own anxiety, his heart too bleeding, 
The insults too of every servile glutton, 
^ Who all the time were eating up his mutton* 

XLVII. 

Now in a person used to mueh command- 
To bid men come, and go, and come again — 

To see his orders done, too, out of hand— 

Whether the word was death, or but the chain-^ ** ^ 

It may seem strange to find his manners bland ; • 
Yet such things are, which I cannot explain. 

Though doubtless he who can command himself 

Is good to govern— almost as a Guelf. 
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XLVIII. 

■ 

Not ibftt he wflB not mmeftkam rarii <ir §04 
Bfttlfteter in his real and'Mrlcms mood ; 

Then calm» concentrated, and still, and slow, 

He lay coil'd like the boa in the wood ; 
With him it never was a word and blow, 

His angry word once o'er, he shed no blood, • • 
But in his silence there was much to rue. 
And his one blow left little work for tm. 

xux. 

He ask^d no turther questions, an proceeded 

On to the house, but by a private way, 
So that the few who met him hardly heeded. 

So little they expected him that day ; 
If love paternal in his bosom pleaded 

For Haidee's sake, is more than 1 can say, 
But certainly to one deem'd dead returning, - 
This revel seemM a eurious mode of mourning* 

If all the dead could now return to life, 

(Which God forbid !) or some, or a great many. 

For instance, if a husband or his wife 
(Nuptial examples are as good as any,) 

No doubt, whatever might be their former strife, 
The present weather would be much more rainy ; 

Tears shed into fhe grave of the connexion 

Would idMM amt piobaUj te maiio^ 

« 

He entered in the house no more his home, 

A thing to human feelings the most trying, 
And harder for the heart to overcome. 

Perhaps, than even the mental pangs of dying } 
To find our hearthstone tttmM into a tomb, 

And round its onco wm^ pvedncts palely lying 
The. ashes of our hope, is a deep grie^ 
Beyond a sbgle gontleiMii'o bMof* 
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He ento^d fa th» h»nm ■ Mt hoBit 
For without beivt«4hoKi it no hoBi»; •jrf lob 

The solitade of fMMising his own door 

Without a welcome ; there he long had dwelt. 

There his few peaceful days Time had swept o*er. 
There his worn bosom and keen eye WQ^ld 

Over the innocence of that sweet chU4i 

His only shrine of fiMiUunis iwAgftied* 

He was a mm % stringe tenqmwM&t, * 

Of mild demeanour though of savage n^oodi 
Moderate in all his habits, and content 

With temperance in pleasure, as in food. 
Quick to perceive, and strong to bear, and maaal 

For something better, if not wholly good ; 
His country ^s wrongs, and his de^air to save hef» 

Had stung bm £Km aal^vsi^ a»eivriaver. 

The love of power, and rapid gain of gold. 
The hardness by long habitude produced. 

The dangerous life in which he hsid grown <^ldr 
The mercy he had granted oft abused. 

The sights he was accustomed to behold. 

The wild seas, and wild men with wbcMa hi flinimut. 

Had cost his enemies a long repentance^ 

And made him ftiiiA M fawi agfWiiatMWi 

But something of the spirit of old Greece 
Flash' d o'er his soul a few heroic rays. 

Such as lit onward to the Golden Fleece 
His predecessors in the Colchian days ; 

'Tis true he had no ardent love fpr peaqew«> 
Alas ! his country showed aa palh to pnosa : 

Hate to the world and war with every natiop^ 

^ waged, in vengeance^ her d<i|yaAalitta. 
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Shed its Iotri|M> elegance, which shewM , 
Its power unconsciouslY full many a time,— 

A taste seen in the choice of his abode, 
A loFe of music and of scenes sublime, 

A pleasure in the gentle stream that How'd 
Past bin in crystal, and a joy in flowers, 
Bedew'd his spiht in his caJiuer hours* 



Reit whsitsoe'er he had of love reposed 
On that beloved daughter ; she had been 

The only thing which kept his heart unclosed 
Amidst the savage deeds be^d done and seen ^ 

A lonely pure affection unopposed : 
There wanted but the loss ot this to wean 

His feelings from all milk of human kindness. 

And turn him likeithe Cyolops mad with Uindnesa. 

I«VIU. 

Tie cnbless tigress in her jungle raging 
Is dreadful to the shepherd and the flock ; 

The ocean when its yeasty war is waging 
Is awful to the vessel near the rock ; 

But violent things will sooner bear assuaging^. 
Their fury being spent by its own shock. 

Than the stern, single, deep, and wordless ire 

Of a strong httiman Jimtf and in a sife» 



It is a hard although a common case 

Tq find our children running restive— they 

In whom our brightest days we would retrace. 
Our little selves re-form'd in finer clay» 

Just as old age is creeping on apace, - 
And clouds come o'er sunset of onr day. 

They kindlv leave ns, though not quite alone. 

But in good G09paiq^^--4he goat and stone* 



Yet a fine family a finiftSlMigig 
([ProTided they doofl om» in iltir Hium)^ 

fTia beantifal io MO amMwIiripg 
Her children iq» (if miMts thm dm't tiifai k^r)» 

like chembs round idt«s-pieee they cUoa 
To the firoHiide (a sight to loneh ssimier^L 

A lady with her daughters or her nieces. 

Shine like a guinea jBdnd •evw-ak^Uu)^-<pW€i^3* . 

Old Lambro pasaM miueen aiwite gat% 

And stood vfiAim hia 1^ at^Tt&tiSbi 
Meantime the lady and. her Imes aato 

At wassail in wm beauty and tbeftr pdd^ ; 

An ivory inlaid table spread with state 

Before them^ and fair slaves ob every side ; 
Gems, gold, and silver, form'd the service apQStiy^ 
Motber-itf-p^i ^ogaA Jtb^ 1^ costly,; 

The dinner made aham a liBudHiji jUAoai. 

Lamb and pistachio n uta. i n ahorif all meats. 
And saffron soups, and sweetbreads; and the fishes 

Were of the finest that e'er flounced in nets^ 
Drest to a Sybarite's most pamperM wishea; 

The beverage was various sherbets 
Of raisin, orange, and pomegranate juice» 
Sqneesed throi^^h tha xii^ whiah ma^ 

^Tiieae were ranged round, each in its crystal ewer, 
And fruits and date-bread loaves closed the repast. 

And Mocha's berry, from Arabia pure. 
In small fine China cups, came in at last^ 

Gold cups of filagree made to secure • 
The hand from burning underneath them plaead» 

Cloves, cinnamon^ and sa&on too were boil'd 

Up with the ooffisa* which (I think) they apoil'd^ 
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LXIV. 

The hangings of the room were tapestry, made 

Of velvet pannels, eawrh of different hue, 
And thick with damask flowers of silk inlaid ; 

And round them ran a yellow border too ; 
The npper border, richly wrought, displayed. 

Embroidered delicately o'er with blue. 
Soft Persian sentenct^, in lilac letters. 
From poets, or the moralists their betters. 

LXV. 

These oriental writings on the wall. 

Quite common in those countries, are a kind 
Of monitors adapted to recall. 

Like skulls at Memphian banquets, to the mind 
The words which shook Belshazzar in his hall, 

And took his kingdom from him : You will find, 
Though sages may pour out their wisdom's treasure. 
There is no sterner moralist than pleasure, 

LXVI. 

• 

A beauty at the season's close grown hectic, 

A genius who had drunk himself to death, 
A rake tumM methodistic or eclectic — 

(For that's the name they like to pray beneath) — 
But most, an alderman struck apoplectic, 

Are things that really take away the breath, , 
And shew that late hours, love, and wine, are able 
To do not much less damage than the table. 

LXVII. 

Haidee and Juan carpeted their feet 

On crimson satin, bordered with pale blue ; 
Their sofa occupied three parts complete ' 

Of the apartment — and appeared quite new ; 
The velvet cushion — (for a throne more meet)— ! 

Were scarlet from whose glowing centre grew 
A sun emboss'd in gold, whose rays of tissue, 
Meridian-like, were seen all light to issue, 

1 
I 
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LXVIII. 

Crystal and marble, plate and porcelain, • . . • 

Had done their work of splendour ; Indian mats 

And Persian carpets, which the heart bled to stain. 
Over the floors were spread ; gazels and cats, 

And dwaris and blacks, and such like things, that gain 
Their bread as ministers and favoaritea--^thal;'a 

To say, by degradatioa)p-*mingled there 

As pliBntiM as in a coail or £uft 

There was no want of lofty mirrors, and' • - 

The tables, most of obony inlaid 
With mother-of-pearl or ivory stood at hand. 

Or were of tortoise-shell or rare woods made. 
Fretted with gold or silver^by command. 

The greater part of these werexeady spread 
With viands and sherbets in ice— and wine-- 
Kept for all comers, at all hours to dine. 

Of all the dresses I select Haidee's : 
She wore two jelicks — one was of pale yellow i 

Of azure, pink, and white was her cheniise — 
'Neath wldch her breast heaved like a little billow i 

With buttons formed of pearls as laxge as pease. 
All gold and crimson shone her jelick's fellow, . 

And the striped white gauze baracan that bound he«. 

Like fleecy clouds about the moon» flow'd round hdu 

LXXI. 

One large gold bracelet clasp'd each lovely axyn^ 
Lockless-^O pliable from the pure gold 

That the hand stretched and shut it without haxm. 
The limb which it adom'd, its only mould; . 

9o beautiiui— *its very shape would charm. 
And clinging as if loth to lose its hoId« 

The purest ore indosed the whitest skin ^ 

That e'er by precious, metal was h§Id in. £2] . . 



m 

hxxii. 

Around, m prinoees of her father's land, 

A like gold bar above her instep roll'd [3] 
Announced her rank ; twelve rings were on her hand ; 

Her hair vas starred with gems ^ her veil's fine fold 
' Below her breast was fastened with a band 

Of lavish ipearls, whose worth could scarce be told ; 
Her orange silk full Turkish trowsers furl'd 
About the prettiest ancle in the world, • 

WCXIII. 

Her hair's long aubum waves down to her hml 

Elow'd like an Alpine torrent whioh the aun 
Dyes with his mormng lights — and would conceal 

Her person [4] if idlow'd at large to run, 
And stul they seemM resentfully to feel 

The silken fillet's curb, and sought to shun 
Their bonds whene'er some Zephyr caught began 
To offer his young pinion as her fan. 

Round her she made an atmosphere of life. 

The veiy m seemed lighter mm her eyes, * • 
They were so soft and beautiful, and rife 

With all we can imagine of the skies. 
And pure as Psyche ere she grew a wife— 

Too pure even for the purest human ties ; 
Her overpowering presence made you fe^l 
It would not be idoiatiy to kneel. , 

.ILXXY. 

Her eyelashes, though dark as n.^ht, were tinged 

(It is the country ^s custom,) but in vain ; 
For those large black eyes were so blackly fringed. 

The glossy rebels mock'd the jetty stain, - , 
And in her native beauty stood avenged : 

Her nails were touch'd with henna ; but again 
The power of srt was turn'd to nothing, for 
They could not look more rosy tbaa befoie. ^ 

M 
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The kexma should be ^teeplj djed to make 
The skin relieved appear tpore fairly fair ; 

She had tto need of tbiSj day i)p*er will hreak 
Oa flMNiBtaiii tops mere IteaTedy white tha^ her * 

Hie eye might dottlut V it were well awake, 
Sh* was eo ttte 4 vkfon; I might err. 

But Shakapeare-alae 'tis vety eilly 

^ To gild refined gold, or paint the lily.*' 
• 

LXXVII. 

Juan had on a diswl of Uft0k and goidi 
Bat a white tomea&, and so transparent 

The sparkling geuif beneath you night behold, 
like small stats through the inHky way appareat« 

His turban, f\irrd In many a gracefol fold. 
An emerald aigrette with Haidee^s hmr inH 

Surmounted as its clasp— a glowing crescent. 

Whose rays shone ever trembHag, bat incessant. 

And now they were diverted by their snile^ 
' DwaIfi^ dsneing ghis, bteek emmc^^ 
Whidi made tibeir new establiAment ocftnplete ; ^ 
The last was of great fame, and iike4 to show h: 

His verses rarely wetnted their due feet — 

And for his theme— he seldom sung below it, 
He being paid to satirise or flatter. 
As the psalm sajfSf inditing a good matter.^ 

• 

LXXIX. 

« 

Hepffsised Ae pfeseni, irfild aiNiisd litt . 

Keyersmg the good enstom of old d^ys, * 
An eastern anti-jasoobin at last 

He tum'd, preferring pudding to no praise*— 

For some few years his lot had been overcast 

By his seeming independent in his lays. 
But now he sung the Sultan and the Pacha 
With truth like Sonihej and with verse like Ckasbaw* 



9QN jy>N. 137 

H# pas a man ivka liad ieen maay cbangefl, 

Alid always changed as true as any needle^ 
His polar star being one which rather ranges. 

And not the fix'd — he knew the way to wheedle ; 
So vile he 'scaped the doom which oft avenges } 

And being fluent (save indeed when fee'd iU}» 
He lied with such a fervour of intention—- 
There was ao doubt ke eAm'4 hi§ Iwml peimoik 

But he had genius, — when a turncoat hae 

The Vates irritabilis" takes care 
That without notice few. full moons shall pass it : 

Even good men like to make the public stare; 
But to my subject — let me see— what was it 1 

Oh I — the third canto-— and the pretty pai^— 
Their lovesg and feasta^ and hou§ej and itoeait and laoder 
Of living in their inaalar abodet 

Their poet, a sad trimmer, but no lesa 

In company a very pleasant fellow. 
Had been the favourite of full many a mess 

Of men, and made theni speeches when hall mUaw ^ 
And though his meaning they could rarely gueatj 

Yet stiU Ihey deigned .to luocup ov to bie|k»w 
The glorious meed of popoUuf api^aasOf 
Of whieb tiia tod aa'at kao^ laa eacrad qaos^ 

r 

hxxxm. 

But now being lifted into high society, 
And having piqk'd up several odds and ends 

Of free thoughts in hie trayels^ for variety^ 
He deem'd> being in a kme isle, among friende. 

That without any danger of a riot, he 
Might for long lying maise himself amends 

And sbging as he sung in his warm youth/ 

Agree to a short armistice with truth. 

M 9 
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hXXXlV^ 

He hod travoird 'mong^t the Arabs, Turks, and Frahks, 
And know the self-loves of the different nations ; 

And having lived with people of all ranks, 
Had something ready upon most occasions — 

Which got him ar few presents, and some thanks* 
He varied with some skill his adulations— 

To "do at Rome as Romans do»^' a piece 

Of conduct vaa wbiek he obsemd in Greece^ 

« LXXXV. 

Thus, usually, when he was ask*d to sing, 

He gave the different nations something national; 

*Twas all the same to him — ** God save the king,** 
Or " Ca vrof'^ according to the fashion all ; 

His muse made increment of any thing. 
From the high lyrical to the low rational : 

If Pindar sang horse races, what should hinder 

Himself from beuig w pliable ao Tindarl 

1.XXXVI. 

In France, for instance, he would write a chansoo. 

In England, a six-canto quarto tale ; 
In Spain, he'd make a ballad or romance on 

The last war— much the same in Portugal ; 
In Germany, the Pegasus he*d prance on 

Would be old Goethe's — see what says de Stael) 
In Italy, he'd ape the Trecentisti f * ' 
In Greece, he'd sing some B^ii of hymn like this t'ye : 



The isles of Greede, the isles of Greece ! 

Where burning Sappho loved and sung. 
Where grew the Ma of war and peace, — 

Where Delos rose, and Phoebtts sprung I 
Eternal liummer gilds them yet. 
But all, except their sun, is set. 
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The Sekm and the Teiati mose. 
The hero's harp» the lover's lute. 

Have found the fame your shores refHiae i 
Their place of birth alone is mute 

To sounds which echo further west 

Than your sires' Xslauda of the JBlest/' 



The incmtitftins look on Marallion--* 
And Maiathon looks on Ike sea ; 

And musing there an hour alone, 

I dream'd that Greece might still he free 

For standing on the Persian's grave^ 

I could not deem myself a sl$tye» 



A kin^ sate, on the rocky brow 
Which looks o*er Bea-locn Salamis ; 

And ships, b^ thousands, lay below. 
And men m nations';— all were Us ! 

He counted them at break of day — 
And when the sun set« where were they ? 

And where are they 1 and where art tkoOf 
My country ? On thy voiceless shore 

The ne«»o lay is toneless now— 
The heroic Dosom beats no mora! ^ 

And must thy lyre, so long divine^ 
. Degenerate into hands like mine? 



'Tis something, in the dearth of fain^ 
Though Unk'd among a fetter'd rs€e» 

To feel at least a patriot's shame^ 
Even as I sing, sufiiise my face ; 

For what is left the poet here ? 

For Greeks a blush— *fpr Greece a tw* 

X S 
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Must we but weep o'er days more bleet? 

Must we but blush ? — Our fathers bled. 
Earth ! render back from out thy breast 

A remnant of our Spartan dead ! 
Of the three hundred grant but three. 
To make & new Tbermopyls i 



What, silent still? and silent all? 

Ah ! no ; — the voices of the dead 
Sound like a distant torrent's fall, 

And answer, ** Let one living head. 
But one arise, — we come, we come !'* 
^Tis bat the living who are dumb. 



In vain — in vain : strike other chords ; 

Fill high the cup with Samian wine I 
Leave battles to the Turkish hordes. 

And shed the blood of Scio's vine ! 
Hark I rising to the ignoble call^ 
How answers each bold bacchanal. 



Yon have the Pyrrhic dance as yet, . 

Where is the Pjrrrhic phalanx gone ? 
Of two such lessons, why forget 

The nobler and the manlier one? 
You have the letters Cadmus gave — 
Think ye he meant them for a slave 1 



TOl high the bowl with Samian wine ! 

We will not think of themes like these i 
It inade Anaisreon's song divine : 

He served--4mt served Pofycratee— 

A tyrant ; but our masters then 
Were still, at least, our countrymen. 



BON JUAir. 

Tlie tyrant of the Chcnoneee 

Was freedom's best and brave^ friend ; 
• 2%al*tyrant wasMiltiades! 

Oh I that tbe present hour would lend 
Another despot of the kind ! 
Such chains as his were sure to bind* 



Fill high the bowl with Samian wine ! 

On SuU^B rock, and Parga's shore. 
Exists the remnant of a line 

Such as the Doric mothers boret 
And there* perhaps, some seed is sown. 
The Heracleldan blood might own. 



Trust not for freedom to the Franks— 
They have a king who buys and sells 5 

In native swords, and native ranks. 
The only hope of courage dwells ; 

But Turkish force, and Latin fraud. 

Would break your shield, however broad* 



Fill high the bowl with Samian wina! 

Our virgins dance beneath the shade— 
I see their glorious black eyes shine ; 

But gazing on each glowing maid. 
My own the burning tear-drop laves. 
To thinK aaob breasts must suckle slaves* 



Place me on Sunium's marbled steep- 
Where nothing, save the waves and I, 

JVIay hear our mutual murmurs sweep ; 
There, swan-like, let me sing and die : 

A land of slaves shall ne'er be mine— 

Dash down yon cup of Samian wine 1 
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LXXXVIU 

Thus mag, or w<mld, or could, or diouUt liave mig 

• The modem Greek, in toleraUe Terse ; 

If not like Orpheus quite, when Greece was young. 
Yet in these times he might have done much worse : 

His strain displayed some feeling — right or wrong; 
1 1 And feeling, in a poet, is the source 
* Of others' feeling ; but they are such liars, 
I And take ail colours — like Uie kands of dyetu 

LXXXVUIt 

But words are things, and a small drop of ink • ( 

Falling like dew, ftpon a thought, produces 
That which makes thousands, perhaps millions, think y 
0 ' Tis strange, the shortest letter which man uses • 
Instead of^peech, ma^ form a lasting link 

Of ages ; to what straits old Time reduces \ 
Frail man, when paper — even a rag like this, \ 
Survives^ himself, his tomb, and all thai^s his* ' • ' 

LXXXIX. 

And when his bones are dust, his grave a blank. 
His station, generation, even his nation. 

Become a thing, or nothing, save to rank 
In chronological commemoration. 

Some dull MS. oblivion long has sank, 
» Or graven stone found in a barrack's statlOtt 

In digging the foundation of a closet. 

May turn his name up es ^ rate deposit. 

xc/ 

• 

And glory long has made the sages smile ; 

'Tis something, nothing, words, illusion, wind- 
Depending more upon the historian's style 

Than on the name a person leaves behind : 
Troy owes to Homer what whist owes to Hoyle; 

The present century was growing blind 
To the great IMarlborough's skill in ginng knodob 
Until hu late life by Archdeacon Coze« 
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XCI. 

' Jtfilton's the prince of poeta — so we ; 

A little heavy, but no less divine : 
An independent being in his day-^ 

Learn*d| pioim» temperate in love and \irine ; 
But his life falling into Johnson's way, 

We^re tdd this great high-priest of all the Nine 
Was whipt at eollege— a harsh sire— odd spouse. 
For the first Mrs. Milton left his house. 

XCII. 

All these are, eertes, entertaining facts. 

Like Shakspeare*8 steelbg deer. Lord Bacon's bribes ^ 
Like Titos* youth, and Caesar's earliest acts ; 

Uke Burns (^whom Doctor Currie well describes) ; 
Like Cromweirs pranks but although truth exacts 

These amiable descriptions fronii the scribesi .* 
As most esseutial to their hero's story, 
They do not much con<}ribute to his glory* 

XCill. 

All are not moralists, like Southey, when 

He prated to the world of Pantisocracy 
Or Wordsworth unexcised, unhiredi who then 

Seasoned his pedlar poems with democracy ; 
Or, Coleridge, long before his flighty pen 

Let to the Morning Post its aristocracy ; 
When he and Southey, following the same path. 
Espoused two partners (milliners of Bath)« 

XCIV. , 

Such names at present cut a convict figure, 

The very Botany Bay in moral geography j 
Their loyal treason, renegado vigour, 

Are good manure for their more bare biography* 
Wordsworth's last quarto, by the way, is bigger 

Than any since the birth-day of typography ; 
A clumsy frowsy poem, oaird the ** Exoureion,'* 
Writ in a manner which is my aversion. 
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new. 

'He there ImiUi up a formidable dyke 

Between his own and others* intellect ; 
But Wordsworth's poem, and his followers, like 

Joanna Southcote's Shiloh, and her sect. 
Are things which in this century don't strike 

The public mind, so few are the elect ; 
And the new births of both their stale virginities 
Have proved but dropriee, taken for diniiitiest 

But let me to my etory : I must own. 

If I have any faulty it is digression ; 
Leaving my people to proceedf alone> 

While I soliloquize beyond expression ; 
But these are my addresses froxa the thronei 

Which pate m business to the ensnii^feaisioil : 
Forgettine each omissioa le a loss to 
The world, nofqnke so groat a^ Arioslow 

XGVII. 

I know that what our neighbours call '* Icmaigers,**. 

(We've not so good a ward, but have the iAti^ 
In that complete perfection which ensnres 

An epic from Bob Southey every spring^^ 
Foim not the trae temptation which allures 

The reader; but 'twould not hard to faring 
Some fine ^xamplea of the «pqp^ 
To prove its grand ingredient ia mmA 

XCVIII. 

' We learn from Horace, Homer sometimes slec^i 

We feel without him : Wordsworth sometimea waket^ 

To shew with what complacency he creeps. 
With his dear " Waggantn" around ms lakes ; 

He wishes for a boat to sail the daept<-* 
Of ocean f*<iVilfo* of air ; and thmi he makes 

Another outcqr for a little boatr 

'%iiA drrvels seas to set it well afloat. 
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If lift must Im sweq> o'er the etberial ^ 

And Pegasus runs resttve in his ^ waggon/' 
Could he not beg the loan of diaties's Wainl 

Or pray Medea for a single dragon ? 
Or if too classic for his vulgar brain, 

He fear'd his neck to venture such a nag on, 
And he must needs mount nearer to the moon. 
Could not the blockhead ask for a balloon ] 

^ Pedlars,*' and boats,** and " Waggofts !" Oh 1 ye sha^ 

Of Pope and Dryden, are fre come to this ? 
That trash of such sort not alone evades 

Contempt, but from the bathos' vast abyss 
Floats scum like uppermost, and these Jack Cades 

Of sense and song above your graves may hiss— 
The " little boatman" and bis Peter Bell/* 
Can sneer ait hdm who drew '^Achitopheli" 

CI. 

r our tale. — The feast was over, the slaves gone. 
The dwarfs and dancing girls had all retired ; 

The Arab lore and poet's song were done. 
And every sound of revelry expired ; 

The lady and her lover left alone 

The rosy flood of twilight sky admired ^-^ 

Ave Maria 1 o*er the ear& and sea. 

That beaveiiUeflt hour of Heamn is worthiest thee!. 

CII. or 

^ Ave Maria ! blessed be the hour ! 

The time, the clime, the spot, where I so oft 
Have felt that moment in its fullest power 

Sink o'er the earth so beautiful and soft. 
While swung the deep bell in the distant tower» 

Or the faint dybg day-bynm stole aloft. 
And not a breath crept through the rosy air. 
And yet the ioresi learns 6eem*d stirred with pnytac* 
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cut. • 

\ Ave Maria ! 'tis the hour of prayer I 
Ave Marta ! 'tis the hour of love J 
I Ave Maria 1 may our spirits dare 

Look up to thine and to thy Son's above! 
Ave Maria ! oh that face so fair ! 

Those downcast eyes beneath the AJmighty dove— 
What though 'tis but a pictured image strike— 
Tha;! paintiiig is bo idol, 'tis too like. 

CW. 

Some kinder casuists are pleased to say. 

In nameless print — that I have no devotion ; 

But set those persons down with me to pray. 
And you shall see who has the properest notioA 

Of getting into heaven the shortest way; " 
My altars are tbe mountains and the ocean, 

EartE, air, stars, — all that springs from the great Whole, 

Who hath produced, and will receive the soul. 

Sweet hour of twilight!— in the solitude 

Of the pine forest, and the silent shgre 
Which bounds Bavenna^s immemorial wood, 

Hooted where once the Adrian wave flow'd o'er» 
Tof where the last Csesarean fo|^i;e.8s stood,, 

Evergreen foipest! which Boccaccio's lore 
And Dryden's lay made haunted ground to me. 
How have I loved the twilight hour and diee ! 

CVI. 

• 

The shrill Cicalas, people of the pine, • • 

Making their summer lives one ceaseless song, . 

Were the sole echos, save my steed's and mine. 
And vesper bells that rose the boughs along } 

The spectre huntsman of Onesti's line. 

His hell-dogs, and th^ir chase, and the fair throngs 

Which leamW^bm this example not to fly 

Prom a true lover, shadW^'d my mind^i eye. 
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• CVII. 

[5] Oh Hetpems t Am brbgest &H good things— * 

Home to the weary, to the hiingrry cheer, , 

To the young bird the parent's brooding wings. 

The welcome stall to the o'crlubour'd steer ; 
Whatever of peace about our hearthstone clings, 

Whatever our household gods protect of dear. 
Are gather'd round us by thy look of rest; 
Thou bring'st the child, Xoq, to the mother's breast. 

CVIII. 

[6] Soft hour ! which wakes the wish and melts the heart 

Of those who sail the seas, on the first day 
When they from their sweet friends are torn apart] 

Or fills with love the pilgrim on his way 
As the far bell of vesper makes liini start, 

Seeming to weep the dying day's decay ; 
Is this a fancy which our reason scorns 1 
All I sarely oothing dies but somethiog mourns I 

CIX. 

When Nero perish'd by the justest doom 

Which ever the destroyer yet destroyed. 
Amidst the roar of liberated Rome, 

Of nations freed, and the world overjoyM, 
Some bands unseen strewed flowers upon his tomb] [Zj 

Perhaps the weakness of a heart not void 
Of feeling for some kindness done when powV 
Had left the wretch an uncormpted hour. 

* 

ex. 

But Pm digressing : what on earth has Nero, 

Or any such-like sovereign buffoons, 
To do with the transactions of my hero, 

More than such raadmerrs fellow man — the moon'sl 
Sure my invention must be down at Zero, 

And I grown one of many ** wooden spoons" 
Of verse (the name with which we Cantabs please 
To dub the last of honours in degrees). 

N 
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* ext. 

I feel du8 tedi<Htttt08» tidvor do^ 

Tis being too epic, and I must tat dMrti 
(In copying) this long canto into two ; 

They'll never find it out, unless I own 
The fact, excepting some experienced few ; 

And then as an improvement 'twill be shown. 
1^11 prove that such the opinion of the critic ift 
From Aiistotle iNifit»ir--fi66 Uoefrucnh 



MVD OF CAKTO THJLBO* 



NOTES TO CANTO THIRD. 



For none likes rnare t^hear himself converse* 

Bispone allor^ Margatt9> ft dir tel tosto, 
lo non creAo piu al nero di* aU' asmm ; 

J^a nel cappone. 0 lfiiso» 9 yuq|^ am>8to» 
£ credo alcona Toka anco nel bono 

NeUa cenrigia. e qaaado io ho kel mosto, 
E molto pin neU' espro che il mangurro ^ 

Ma 8o|)ra tutto nel buon vino bo fede, 

E credo che sia salvo chi gli crede. 

PuLci, Margante Mfggwre, Canto IQ, Btao^a 151« 
Note ft, page 134, etansa bnd. 

Thu dreie it BSoeridi; a&i tjie Ixradelels and bar 
worn in the mai^nordescril^d* The reader will peiceiTe 
hereafter^ that as the mother of Haiitse irea of leit her 

daughter wore the garb of the country^ 

J^ote 3» pag# 135, atan^a Izxii, 

The bar of gold above the instep is a mark of sovereign 
rank in the women of the families of the dey9» and 19 worn 
aa such by their female relatives. 



Digitized by Google 



160 



DON JUAN 



Note 4« page 1^5, stanza \xxuu 

Her person if aUau>*d of large to run* 

This is no exaggeration ; there were four women whom 
I remeniber to have seen, who possessed their hair in this 
profusion ; of these, threo were English, the other was a 
Levantine. Their hair was of that length and quanti^^ 
that, when let down, it almost entirely shaded the person, 
so as nearly to rendertdreiis a supeifluity. Of these, only 
one had dark hair ; the Oriental's bad, perhaps, the l^^test 
colour of the four. 

* 

Note 5, page 147, stanza cvii. 

0k Ueif0rtiMl thaa bringett Mgood thm^ 

E<nr€pe iravra (pegcis 
^€f>€Ls oivov tp^pus cuya . ^ 
^€p€ts fAar€gi iraibcu 

■ Note 6| page 147» stansa ctUL 

Sojt Jiour ! which wakes the wish and melts the heart* 

• ** Era gia 1' ora che volge 1 disio,' 
"A' naviganti, e *ntenerisce il cuore ; 
Lo di ch' ban detto a' dolci amici a dia^ 
" E che 16 nuoTO peregrin' d' amore 
PnnTO, ae Ode Skiixilla £ hmtaoo, ' 
" Pne paia '1 giomo pianger qhe si ouiore*'^ 

Dantb's Pvargatory, Canto VIII. 

This last line is the first of Gray'a £iegy« taken by bim 
without acknowledgment. * ' 

* NoleT, pagel4j7'»8tansadjt, ^ ^' 

* Some hande.unseen strewed Jioxcen upon his tomb^ \^ 

See duelonins for ibis fact* 
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I. 

Nothing so difficult as a beginning 

In poesy, unless perhaps the end ; 
For oftentunes when Pegasus seems winning 

The race, he sprains a wing, and down we tend, 
lake Lucifer when hurl'd from heaven for sinning-; 

Our sin the same, and hard as his to mend, 
Being pride, which leads the mind to soar too iar^ 
TUi our own weakness ahows m vbat wa are*. 

But Time, which brings all beings to their level. 
And sharp Adversity, will teach at last 

Man, — and, as we would hope, — ^perhaps t)xe devil. 
That neither of their intellects are vast : 

While youth's hot wishes in our red veins revel. 
We know not this — the blood flows on too fa9t> 

But as the torrent widens towards the oceM# 

We ponder deqpily m each pa^ MiolilfQf 

IIK 

As boy, I thought myself a clever fellow, 

And wish'd that others held the same opinion ; 
They took it up when my days grew more melloWt 

And other minds acknowledged my dominion S 
Now my seie fancy " falls into the yellow 

Leaf," and imagination droops her pinion, 
And the sad tamtb n^ikh hovera o'er my imif. 
Taras vBat was once remanlic to hax]§9qjtiB* 

ji 3 
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IV. 

And if I lawh at any mortal tfting/ ^ 

*Tis that I may not weep ; and if I weep, 
Tis that our nature cannot always bring 

Itself to apathy, which we must steep 
First in the icy depths of Lethe's spring * 

Ere what we least wish to behold will sleep 
Thetis baptized her mortal son in Styx ; 
A mortal mother would on Lethe fix* 

V, 

Some have accused me of a strange design 

Against the creed and morals of the land. 
And trace it in this poem every line : 

I don't pretend that I quite understand 
My own meaning when I Would be verif fine ; 

Bat the fiact is that I have nothing planned. 
Unless it was to be a moment merry, 
A novel word is my vocabulary. 

VI., 

To the kind reader of our sober clime 

This way of writing will appear eitotic ; 
Pttlci was sire of the half-serious rhyme» 

Who sang when cMviJry was more QuixotiCy 
And reveirS in the fancies of the timoi 

True knights, chaste dames, huge giants, kings despotic ^ 
But all these, save tlie last, being obsolete, 
I choose a modern subject as more meet 

VII. 

How I have treated it, I do not know ; 

Perhaps no better than they have treated me 
Who have imputed such designs as show 

Not what they saw, but what they wish'd to see ; 

But if it gives them pleasure, be it so, 

This is a liberal age, and thoughts are free : 
JMeantime Apollo plucks me by the ear, 
,Aiid tells me to resume my story here. 



4 
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\iiu 

Voaog. Juan and his lady-lore were 1^ 

T6 their own hearts' most aweet society ; 
Even lime the pitiless in sorrow cleft. 

With his rude scythe such gentle bosoms ; he 
Sigh*d to behold them of their hours bereft. 

Though foe to love ; and yet they could not be 
Meant to grow old, but die in happy spring, 
Before one charm or hope had taken wing* 



Their faces were not made for wrinkles, their 

• Pure blood to stagnate, their great hearts to fail j 

The blank grey was not made to blast their hair. 

But like the climes that know nor snow nor hail 
They were all summer : lightniiig might assail 

And shiver them to ashes, but to trail 
A long and snake-like life of dull decay 
Was not for them— diey had too little day* 



They were alone once more ; for them to be 
Thus was another Eden ; they were never 

Weary, unless when separate : the tree 
Cnt from its forest root of years — the river 

Damm'd from its fountain— ^e child €rOm the knee 
And breast maternal wean'd at once for ever* 

Would wither less than these two torn apart ; 

Alas! there is no instinct like the heart— 

XI. 

The heart — wjuch may he broken : happy they ! 

Thrice fortunate t who of that fragile mouldy 
The precioos porcelain of human day^ 

Break with the first fall : they can ne'er behold 
The long year linked with heavy day on day, 

And all which must be borne, and never told ; 
While life's strange principle will often lie 
Deepest in those who long the most to die. 
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•* Whom the gods love die young," was said of yore, £13 ' 

And many deaths do they escape by this : 
The death of friends, and that which slays even more~ 

The death of friendship, love, youth, all that 
£xcept mere breath ; and since the silent shore 

Awaits at last even those whom loiigest miss 
The old archer's shaftsi perhaps the earj||r gr»v» 
Which men weep'QW auiif lie la «»2v^ 

Xlif» # 

Haidee and Juan thought not of the dead« 

The heavens, and earth, and aix« seem'd made for thein : 
They found no fault with Timu flft ve tbs^ he fled ; 

They saw sot in themselves aught l» «ondeiiin : 
£ach was the other^s mirror, and but read 

Joy sparkling inthairdarkeyeslikee gein» 
Aod knew such brightness but the mAeption* 
Of their exchanging Ranees iof affeeliiwu 

XIV. 

• 

The gen^ piessnre, and die thxiUine toodiw < 
The least glance belter nnderstood then werdSt 

Which still said all, and ne'er coold say toe much ; 
A language, too, bnt like to ihat ef birds. 

Known but to them, at least appearing such 
As but to lovers a true sense affords > 

Sweet playful phrases which would seem absurd 

To those who've ceased tahsax 9uch» or jii^'^ heard^ 

AH these were them, for they were chSAren edU, 

And children still they should have ever been 
They were not made in the real world to fill 

A busy character in the dull scene, , 
But like two beings born from out a rill, 

A nymph and her beloved, all unseen 
To pass their lives in fountains and on flowers^ 
And never know A» weight «£ hnflum hounB,* 
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XVI, « 

MooiMi changing had roH^d on, and diangelest ftmnd 

Those their bright rise had lighted to mich joys 
As rarely they beheld throughout their round ; 

And these wore not of the vain kind which cloySj 
Por theirs were buoyant spirits, never bound 

By the mere senses, and that which destroys 
Most love ; possession unto them appear'd 
A thing which woh end^annmt more eadear'd. 

% XVIU 

Oh beautiful ! and rare as beautiful ! 

But theirs was love in which the mind delights 
To lose itself, when the old work grows dull, 

And we are sick of its back sounds and sights^ 
Intrigues, adventures of the common school. 

Its petty passions, marriages, and flights* 
Where Hymen's torch but bnmds one strumpet more. 
Whose husband only knows her nol a wh-*Hpe» 

XVItK 

Hard words ; harsh truth ; a truth which many know* 
Enouglu — The*faUhfal and the fairy pair. 

Who never found a single hour too slow,— 
What ^i^BS it made them thus exempt fironi care 1 

Youn^ innate feelines all have fdit below 
Which perish in ue cost, hoSt in them were 

Inhmnt: what wt mortals call romantic, 

And always envy, though we deem it frantic* 

XIX. 

This is in others'a flustilioiis stale. 

An 9fmm dream of too modi jmih and reading. 
But was in them their nscture otthm fate : 

No novels e'er had set dieir young hearts bleeding. 

For Haidee's knowledge was by no means gT€^t| 

And Juan was a boy of saintly breeding ; 
So that there was no reason for their loves 
More than for those of nightingales or dovas* 
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They gazed upon the sunset ; 'tis an hour 
Dear unto all, but dearest to their eyes. 
For it had made them what they were : the power 



ft . _l 









When happinew had been their only dower. 

And twilight saw them link'd in pamon's ties ; 
Charmed with ea^ tidier, ftU thing* cham'd thal^biought 
The pMt Hittt welecMMAi Ibe fpomitlumghu 

I know not why, but in tbel hour lo-iHig^ 
Even as they gesed, a sudden tremor came. 

And swept, as 'twere, across dieir hearths delif^ 
Like thf wind o^er a JhaspHrtsing^ or a ilame» 

VThen one is shook in sonna, and one bk sight ; 
And thus some boding fiash'd through either frame. 

And caird from Juan's breast a faint low sigh. 

While one n^w t^ar ajrose in fiaidee's eye^ 

■ 

Thai large blask propM eye seem'd «o dHale 

And foDow far the disappearing suiw 
As if their last day of a happy date 

With his broad, bright, and dropping orb were gone ^ 
Juan gazed on her as to ask his fate — 

He felt a grief, but knowing cause for none, * 
His glance inquired of hers for some excuse 
for feelings cansetoiBi or at least abstrosifc 

She turn'd to him, and smiled, but in that sort 

Which makes not others smile ; then tum'd aside: 
Whatever feeling shook her, it seem'd short. 

And mastered by her wisdom or her pride : 
When Juan spc^e too-— it might be in sport*-^ 

Of this their mutual feelings, she vqpuiiedM 

If it should be so, — hit -it cannot be^ . 

Or ]k leaslt shall Ml enrvifeto 8ee«? 
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XXIV« 

Jitaii wonld qtiestioii fixt&er, bat slie press'^d 
His Up to hers, and silenced him -^th this. 

And then dismissed the omen from her breast. 
Defying augury with that fond kiss ; 

And no doubt of all methods 'tis the best : 
Some people prefer wine — 'tis not amiss ; 

I have tried both ; so those who would a part take, 

May choose between the headache and the heartache. 

XXVt 

One of the two, according to your choice. 

Woman or wine, you'll have to undergo; , 

Both maladies are taxes on our joys : 

But which to choose, I really hardly know | 

And if I had to give a casting ygice. 

For both sides I could many reasons sliow. 

And then decide, without great wrong to either. 

It were modi better to b&ve both than neitber* 

iCXTl. 

« 

Juan and Haidee gazed upon each other 

With swimming looks of speechless tenderness, 

Which mix'd all feelings, friend, child, lover, brother^ 
All ftat the best can mingle and express 

When two pure hearts m poar*d in one' another^ 
And love too ikmcii, and yet cannot love less ; 

But almost sanctify the sweet excess 

By the immortal wish and power to bless. * ' 

XXVII. 

Mix'd in each ediet^s armsisnd beart in heart. 
Why did dtcy iftrt then die 1— 4bey had lived too long^ 

Should an hoar cdme to bid them breathe apart ; 
Yeam eoald but bring them cruel things or wrong. 

The world was not for them, nor the world's art 
For being passionate as Sappho's song ; 

Love was born with them, in them, so intense. 

It was their very spiiit^not a sense. 
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XXVIII. 

They ahouid lat? e lived together deep in woods. 
Unseen as sings the nightingale ; ihey were 

Unfit to mix in these thick solitudes 

Caird sodaly where all vice and hatred are ; 

How lonely every free-bom creatuDe broods * 
The sweetesi song-birds nestle in a pair ; 

The eai^e soars alone ; the gull and crow 

Flock o'er their carrion, just as mortals do* 



XXIX. 

Now piUow*d cheek to cheek, in i»m§ flMfb 

Haidee and Juan their siesta took, 
A gentle slumber, but it was not deep. 

For ever and anon a something shook 

Jnan, and shuddering o^er his frame would creep ; 

And Haidee's sweet lips murmur'd like a brook— 
A wordless music, and her face so fair 
Stirr'd with her dream as rose-leaves with the air t 



Or as the itfrring of a deep.clear sti^am ' 

Within an Alpine hollow, when the wind 
Walks over it, was she shaken by the dream. 

The mystical usurper of the mind — 
0*erpowering us to be whatever may seem 

Good to the soul which we no more can bind j 
Strange state of being ! (for 'tis still to be) 
Senseless to feeL, and with seal'd eyes to see* 



She dream'd of being alone on the sea-shore, 

ChainM to a rock ; sh^ knew not bow, but stir 
She could not from the spot, and the loud roar 

Grew, and each wave rose roughly, threatening hei ^ 
. ^ V . And o'er her upper lip they seem'd to pour. 

Until she sobbM for breath, and soon they were 
^Sf"- Foaming o'er, her lone head, so fieroe and lugh 
£a^ broke to drown her, yet she j:ould not die* 
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XXXII. 

An on J i o w rrieaaedf and tkea she^^toy *<i - ^ * 

O'er the sharp shingles with her bleeding feet. 
And stumbled almost every step she made ; 

And something roU'd before her in a sheet. 
Which she must still pursue however afraid ! 

Twas white and indistinct, nor stopped to meet 
Her glance nor grasp, for still she gazed and grasp'd. 
And xan» but it escaped her as she clasp'd, 

XXXllU 

The dream changed ; in a cave she stood, its walls t ^ 

Were hung with marble icicles ; the work 
' Of ages on its water-fretted halls. 

Where waves might wash, and seals might breed and lurk^ 

Her hair was dripping, and the very balls 

Of hc^ black eyes seem'd tum'd to tears, and murk 

The sharp rocks look'd below each drop they caught. 

Which froca*la nailde as it feU» she thought* 

XXXJV. 

^ A^d wet, and cold, and lifeless at her feet, * • 

Pale as the foam that frothed on his dead brow. 

Which she essayed in vain to clear, (how sweet 
Were once lier cares, how idle seemM they now I) 

Lay JuaUf nor could aught renew the beat 
Of hia^queiiiph'd heart ; and the sea dirges low 

Rang in her sad ears like, a mermaid's song, 

And thtt^brief dream appeared a life too long. 

XXXV. 

And gazing on the dead, she though! his. iace - • 

Faded» or altered into somet^g new- 
like to her fie^ther's features, till each trace 

Move like and like to Lambro^s aspect grew— 
With all his keen worn look and Grecian grace ; 

And starting, she awoke, and what to view 1 
Oh ! Powers of Heaven 1 what dark eye meels she there 1 
'Tis — 'tis her father's fix'd upon the pair t 

o 
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Then shriekiiig, she anxffs, and shrfd^ing fell. 
With joy and aorrow, hope and fear, to see 

Hun whom she deemM a habitant where dwell 
The ocean buried, risen from death, to be 

Perehance the death of one she loved too well: 
Dear as her father had been to Haidee, 

It was a moment of that awful kind— - 

I have seen such— but must not call to mind* 



XXXVII. 

up Jaa:Q sprung to Haidee's bitter shriek, - * 
And caught her falling, and from off the wall 

Snatch'd down his sabre, in hot haste to wreak 
Vengeance on him who was the cause of all: 

Then Lambro, who till now forbore to speak. 
Smiled scornfully, and said, " Within my call, 
A thousand scimitars await the word ; 

" Put up, yotmgr man, put up your stny swuMbf* 

xxxvhi. 

And Haidee clung around him ; Jnan, *t&-^ 
" Tis Lambro — 'tis my father ! Kneel with mc 

" He will forgive us — ^yes — ^it must be— -yes. 
" Oh ! dearest father, in this agony 

" Of pleasure and of pain-^even while I Mse 
" Thy garment's hem with transport, can it be 
That doubt should mingle with my filial joy? 
Deal wiHirme ae ^u wilt, but spare this boy !' 

XXXIX. 

High and inscrutable the old man stood. 
Calm ill his voice, and calm within his eye-^ 

Not always signs with him of calmest mood : 
He looked upon her but gave no reply ; 

Then tumM to JuUd, in whose cheek the blood 
Oft came and went, as there resolved to die } 

In arms, at least, he stood, in act to spring 

On tbfi first foe whom Lambro » call might bringv 
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Young man, your sword so Lan^ro once mort uid : 

JuaiHrqpUedy ^* Not whue tbis arm is firee.'^ 
Tlie old man's cheek grew pale» Imt not with dread* 

And drawing<feom nis belt ft pistol, he 
Bmlied, Your blood be then on your own bead«** 

Then look'd close at the flint, as if to see 
TTwas fresh — for he had lately used the lock— 
And next proceeded quietly to cock. 

It has a strange quick jar upon tli^ ear. 
That cocking of a pistol^ when you know 

A moment more will bring the sight to bear 

Upon your person, twelve yards off or so : 
A gentlemanly distance, not too near, 

If you have got a former friend for foe p 
But after being fired at once or twice, 
The ear beeomes more Iiish,,and less nice* 

Lambro presented, and one instant more * 

Had stopp'd this Canto, and Don Juan's breath. 

When Haidee threw herself her boy before ; 

Stem as her sire : " On me," she cried, let death 

*f Descend— the fault is mine ; this fatal shore 

He found — but sought not. I have pledged nqf faith ; 
I love him — will die with him: I knew 

^ Your nalttstf s fimmea» " taMW r yourimghtair^a loo/* 

A minute past, and she had been all tears. 

And tenderness, und inlanqf : but now 
She stood as one who championM human fears — 

Pale statue-like, and stem, she woo^d the blow; 
Aad tall beyond her sex, and their compeers. 

She drew up to her heig^, aa if to draw 
A fairer mark : and widi a fii'd eye scannM 
Het fathers face— but never stopp'd his hand« 
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XLIV. 

He gazed on liar, and she on hiin ; 'tnrai vtmnge 
How like they looked ! the ezpiei||uo& was the eame ; 

Serenely savage, with a little dumge 

In the large dark eye's mutaal darted flame ; 

For she too was as one who could avenge, 

If cause should be — a lioness, though tame: 
Her father's blood before her father's face- 
Boil'd up» and pxoved her truly of his race« 

XLy* 

I said liiey were atte> tlMir 

Their stature differing but in sex and years 3 
Even to the delicacy of their hands 

There was resemblance, such as true blood wears ; 
And now to see them thus divided, stand 

In fix'd ferocity, when joyous tears. 
And sweet sensations, should have welcomed botb» 
Show what the pas^ipna Are i^iheir foil jprowtb«. 

The father paused a moment, then withdrew.' 

His weapon, and re})laced it ; but stood still. 
And looking on her, as to look her through, 

" Not I,*' he said, ** have sought this stranger's iU f 

Not I have made this desolation: few 

" Would bear each outrage, and forbear to kill ; 
'I But I must do my duty — ^haw thou hast 

^ Doi|e t)iiiieir-4he preeent toaehee for th^ past. . 

** Let him disarm ; or, by my father's head, 
" His own shall roll before you like a bail 

He raised his whistle, as the word he said. 
And blew ; another answer'd to the caU« 

And rushing in disorderly, though led^ 

And arm'd from boot to 'turban, one imd al^ 

Some twenty of his train came, rank on rank ; 

He gave the jword, " Aneat or slay the Frank/* 
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Then, with a sudden movement, he withdrew 

His daughter ; while compressed within his grasps . 

Twixt her and Juan interposed the crew j 
In vain she straggled in her father's grasp-** 

His arms were like a serpent^ ceil : 41mii lew 
Upon their pieyi aa darts an mapf wgp. 

The file of pirates, sas^ IIm feteaosl, ww 

Had fiOlen, ^ Us right elMUsr lialf eirt 

The second had his ebeek laid open ; but 

The third, a wary, cool eU sworder^ took 
The blows upon his outlass, and then put 

His own tml in ; 8owell* ereyoB eeuMleok^ 
Ifis man was floored, and helpless at his foot. 

With the blood mnnittg i&e a little brodc 
Tnm two smart sabre gmes, deep and red-;* 
One on the arm, the other on t}ie head* 
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Jnan frem'die partmonte wHh a sfen ^ 
Old Lambro bade theoDHtake lem tofke shore, 

Wfaere'lays some ships which were to ssiil at nine. 
They laid him in a boat, and plied the oar • 

Until they reached some galliots, placed in line^ 
On board one of these, and under hatches. 
They stowed him, with sttict orders to the watches. 

« 

LI. 

The world is full of strange vicissitudes, 
And here was one exceedingly unpleasant: 

A gentleman so rich in the world's goods, 

Handsome and young, enjoying all the present, 

Jiist at the very time when he least broods 
On such a thing, is suddenly to sea sent, 

Wounded and chained, so that he csimet move. 

And all because a kdy^feU in Hnpe. 
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Here I must leave him, for I^^w pathetic. 

Moved by the Chinese nymph of tears, green lea ! 
Than whom Cassandra was not more prophetic ; 

For if my pure libations exceed three, 
1 feel my heart become so sympathetic, 

That X must have recourse to black Bohea : 
Tis pity wine should be so deleterious, 

Unless when qualified with thee, Cogniac ! 
• Sweet Naiad of the Phlegethontic rill! 
Ah ! why the liver wilt thou thus attack, 

And make, like other nymphs, thy lovers ill ? 
I would tak« refuge inrweak punch, but rack 

(In each sense of the word) whene'er 1 fill 
My mild and midnight beakers to the brim. 
Wakes me nest mocniiig with its synoynu . 

LIV. 

I leave Don Juan for the present, safe — 
N6t sound, poor fellew^ but severely wounded f 

Yet could his corporeal pangs amount to half 
Of those which his lisidee^s bosom bounded I 

She was not one to weep, and raAre»- and chafe. 
And tlien give way, subdued be<»^semrroiuided ; 

Her mother was a Moorish maid, from Fes^ 

Where .all is Eden, or a wilderness. 

LV. 

There the lai|6 olive ndQa in amber stflio 

In nmrble ^ts ; there grain, and Aoiwet, and frui^ 

Gush from the earth until the land nam ^er ; 
But there too many a poison-tree has root. 

And midnight listens to the lion's roar. 

And long, long desarts scorch the camel's foot. 
Or heaving whelm the helpless caravan. 
And as the soil is, so the heart of man. • ^ 
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AfHc is Bill the san's, and as her earth 

Her human clay is kindled ; full of power 

For good or evil, burning from its birth. 

The Moorish blood partakes the planet's hoary 

And like the soil beneath it will bring forth : 
Bean^ and lore were Haidee's mother's dower; 

Bat her large daxk q^e slmr'd deep Passion's fcioe» 

Though sleeping fte a Ken near « soiiiee* 

LVII. 

. Her danghlerj tempered with a mOder ray, 

Like summer clouds all silvery, smooth, and Cur^ 

Till slowly charged with thunder they display 
Terror tp ewrUk, and tempest to the air. 

Had held till now her soft and milky way ; 
Bat overwrought with passion and despair. 

The fire burst forth from her Numidian veins, 

Even as the Simoom sweeps the blasted plains, 

LVIII, 

The laA sight which she saw was Juan's gore« 
And he himself o'ermasted and cut down ; 

His blood was running on the vere floor 
Where late he trod, her beautinil, her own ; 

Thus mnch she view'd an instant and no more, — • 
Her struggles ceased with one convulsive groan ; 

On her sire s arm, which until now scarce held 

Uer writhing, fell she like a cedar fell'd* 

LIX« 

• 

A vein had burst, and her sweet lips' pure dyes [2] 
Were dabbled with the deep blood which ran o'er; 

And her head droop'd as when the lily lies 

Overcharged with rain : her summon'd handmaids bore 

Their lady to her couch with gushing eyes ; 
' Of herbs and cordials they produced their std^. 

But she defied all means they could emploji 

like one life could not hold, nor death qe sir oy» 
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Dm lay lie in ibal ilttte iiadianged, though 
Willi nothing livid, still her lips were red ; 

She had no pulse, but death seemM absent still ; 

No hideous sign proclaimed her surely dead^ 
Corruption came not in each mind to kill 

All hope ; to look upon her sweet face bred 
New thoughts of life, for it seem'd full of soul. 
She had so Aaeih swi, nl^im tka wholft* 

■ 

The ruling passion, such as marble shows « ' 
When exquisitely chiselPd, still lay there. 

But fix'd as marble's unchanged aspect thn^ws 
O'er the fair Venus, but for ever fair j 

O'er the Laocoon^s all-etemai thrQes, • 
And ever^jing gladiator's air. 

Their energy like lUe fomui all their fasnOf 

Yet looks not )i£^ forlhey m atiU the sama. 

She woke at length, but not as sleepers wake, " \ 
Rather the dead, for life seem'd something new, 

A strange sensation which she must partake 
Perfofce, since whatsoever met her view 

Struck not on memory, thongh a heavy aobe 
Lay at her heart, wliose earliest beat stiU tme 

Brought back the sense of pain widmt the eanse. 

For, for a while, tl^e furies made a pause. . 

She looked en many a ace wiA vacant sfflb 
On -maigf a token wither knowinif wmit^ 

She saw them watch her withont aslung why, 

JUd reck*d not who aronnd her pillow eat. 

Not speechless, though she spoke not ; not a sigh ' 

Kelieved her thoughts ; dull silence and quick chat 
Were tried in vain by those who served ; she gave 
No sign, saye br^ntb, of having left the grave* 
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Her haiMflnmtdfl te^d*, bat she heeded not.; 
Her father watch*d, she turned her eyes away ; 

She recognised no being, and no spot 
However dear or cherished in their day ; 

They changed from room to room, but all forgot. 
Gentle y but without memory she lay : 

And yet those eyes, which they would fain be weaninj,, 

B«ck to old thi9ughts« sc^em'd fuU of feiurful meaaing. 

At last a slave bethought her of a harp ; 

The harper came, and tuned his instrument; 
At the first notes, irregular and sharp. 

On him her flashing eyes a moment bent ; 
Then to the wall she turn d as if to warp 

Her thottghtsirom sorrow through her heart re-sent^ 
And he begai» a long low island song 
Of aadant days, ere tyranny grew etiaDS* 

Anon her thm wan fingers beat the wall 

In time to bis old tune ; he changed the theme. 

And sung of love ; the fierce name struck through aU 
Her recollection; on her flashed the dream 

Of what she was^ and is, if ye could call 
To be vse being | in a gushing stream 

The tears rushM forth from her o'erclouded Ittaan* 

Like mountain mists at length dissolved- to latu* 

LXVIl* 

Short solace, i^^lief ( thooghl eaine too qakk. 
And wldrVd her brun to madness ; she arose 

As one who ne*er had dwelt among the sick. 
And flew at all she met, as on her foes ; 

But no one ever heard her speak or shrids. 

Although her paroxysm drew towards its elose : 
Hers was a frenzy which disdainM to rave. 
Even when they smote her, in the hope to save* 
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LXVIII. 

Yet she betrayM at times a gleam of sense ; 

Nothing could make her meet her father's face. 
Though on all other things with looks intense 

She gazed, but none she ever could retrace j 
Food she refused, and raiment ; no pretence 

Avaird for either; neither change of place. 
Nor time, nor skill, nor remedy, could give her 
Senses to sleep — the power seem'd gone; foe eTer« 

Twelve days and nights she withered thus ; at last, r 
Without a groan, or sigh, or glance, to shew 

A parting pang, the spirit from her past : 

And they who watch'd her nearest could not know 

The very instant, till the change that cast 
Her sweet face into shadow, dull and slow. 

Glazed o*er her eyes — the beautiful, the black — 

Oh I to possess such lustre — and then lack ! 

She«4ied» hut not alone ; she held within 
A second principle of life, which might 

Have dawn'd a fair and sinless child of sin ; 
But closed its little being without light. 

And went down to the grave unborn, wherein 
Blossom and bough lay withered with one blight ; 

In vain the dews of Heaven descend above 

The bleeding flower and blasted fruit of love. 

LXXI. 

Thus lived — thus died she ; never more on her 
Shall sorrow light, or shame* She was not made 

Through years or moons the inner weight to bear. 
Which colder hearts endure till they are laid 

By age in earth ; her days and pleasures were 
Brief, but delightful — such as had not staid 

Long with her destiny ; but she sleeps well 

By the sea-shore, whereon she loved to dwell 
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• IXXII. 

That isle is now all desolate and bare. 

Its dwellings down, its tenants past away } 

None but her own and father's grave is there. 
And nothing outward tells of human clay ; 

Ye could not know where lies a thing so fair. 
No done is there to sfaetr, no tongue to say 

What was ; no dii^ji except the hollow sea's, 

Momna o'or the-branty of the Cyclades* 

• ijxxtti. 

But many a Greek maid, in a loving song 
Sighs o'er her name ; and many an islander 

With her sir^s story makes the night less long ; 
Valour was Ms, and beauty dwelt with her; 

U die loved rashly, her life paid for wrongs 
A heavY price must all pay who thus err, 

la eoiBe nape ; let none tfdnJc to Hj the dangler. 

For soon or late Love is his own avenger. . 

• LXXIV. 

But let me chahee iMr fbeme, ii^ich gnmv too 
And lay Has Aeet of sorrows on the shelf; 

I donH much l&e describing people mad. 
For fear of seeming rather touch'd myself-^ 

Besides, I've no more on this head to add ; 
And as my IMuse is a capricious elf. 

We'll put about, and try another tack 

With Juan^ left half-kill'd some stanzas back* * ' 

• LXXW 

Wounded and fetter'd, cabin'd, ctflbfc'd, confined," 
Some days and nights elapsed before that he 

Could altogether call the past to mind ; 
And when he did, he found himself at sea, * 

Sailing six knots an hour before the wind ; / ' ' 

The shores of Ilion lay beneath their lee— *, 

Another time he might have liked to see 'era. 

But now was not much pleased with Cape ^gssum* 
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LXXVI. 

« 

There, on the green and villi^^cotted hill, is ' ' 
(FluLulCd by the Hellesponty and by the sea) 

Eotomb'd the bravest of the brave, Achilles ; 
They say so — (Bryant says the contrary) : 

And further down, tall and towering still* is 
The tumulus — of whom? Heaven knows ^ 't may b^ 

Patroclus, Ajax, or Protesilaus; 

All heroes who if living still would slay us. 

LXXVII. 

Hiffh baifows, widiout luarbley or a iianoe, 
A vast, untiird, and mountain-skirted plain. 

And Ida in the distance, still the same, 

And old Scamander, (if 'tis'he) remain ; • " 

The situation seems still formed for fame— 

A hundred thousand men might fight again 
With ease ; biit where I sought again for Ilion's walls. 
The quiet sheep feeds, and the tortoise crawls i 

Troops of untended horses ; here aud there 
Some little hamlets with new names uncouth; 

Some shepherds, (unlike Paris) led to stare 
A moment at the European youth 

Whom to the spot their schoolboy feelings bear. 
A Turk, with beads in hand, and pipe in mouth, 

Eitremely taken with hi8.own religion. 

Are what I fovmd there-— but the devU a Phrygian. 

UCXIX. 

Don Juan, here permitted to emerge 

From hia dull cabin, found himself a slave ; 

Forlorn, and gazing on the deep blue surge, 
O'eidiadowM there by many a heroes grave ; 

Weak ititt with loss of blood, he scarce could urge 
A fsw brief questions ; and the answers gave 

No verv satisfactory information 

About his past or present utoation* 
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He saw some fellow captives, who appeared 

To be Italians, as they were in fact ; 
From them, at least, th^ destiny he heard. 

Which was an odd one ; a t^oop going to act 
In Sicily — all singers, duly rear'd 

In tlieir vocation ; had not been attacked 
In sailing from livomo by the pirate, 
But sold by the impresario at no higli rate. [3J 

■ 

LXXXI. 

By one of these, the buffo of the party, 
Jaaii was told about their curious case ; 

For although destined to the Turkish mart, he 
Still kept his spirits up — at least his face i 

The little fellow really look'd quite hearty, • 
And bore him with some gaiety and grace. 

Showing a much more reconciled demeanour 

Than did the prima donna and the tenor* 

LXXXII. 

In a t&w words he tol^ their hapless story, 
Saying, ** Our Machiavelian impresario, 
MsLking a signal off some promontory, 
•* Haird a strange brig ; Corpo di Caio Mario ! 

** We were transferr'd on board her in a hurry, 
" Without a single scudo of salario ; 

" But if the Sultan has a taste for song 
• We will revive our fortunes before long. 

Lxxxm. 

The prima donna, though a little old 
'* And haggard with a dissipated life. 
And subject, when the house is thin, to cold, 
"Has some good notes ; and then the tenor's wife. 
With no great voice, is pleasing to behold j 
** Last carnival she made a detJ of strife 
By carrying off Count Cesare Cicogna 
From an old Aoman princess at Bologmu 

p 
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And then thcffe are the dancers ; there's the Ninj^ - ; 
** With more than one profession, gains by all ; 
Then there's that laughing slut, the Peiegrini, 
She too was fortunate last carnival, 
" And made at least five hundred gold zecchini, . 
*' But spends so fast she has AOt now a paul ; 
And then there's the Grotesca — sKxch a dancer ! 

" As for the figuranti, they are like 

" The rest of all that tribe ; with here and there 

A pretty pers^on, which perhaps may strike^ • • 

** The rest |iie hardly fitted for a fair ; 

There's one, ^ngli tall and stiffer thai» a pike. 

Yet has ^ sentimental kind of air 
Wbich might go fiir» but site d(mH, dance witb vigour;* 
The more^ the .pity, with her wA igare* 

.LXXXVI. 

As for the men, they ave a middling set ; 
The Musico is but a ccack'd old basin* 
« But being qualified in one way yet, 

*^ May the sengBo do to set his face iB> 
" And as a serrant some preferment get ; 

** His singing I no further trust can place in : 
** From all the pope [4] makes yearly 't would perplei^ 
^ To find three perfect pipes of the tUrci sex« 

•* The tenoi^s voice is spoilt by affectation, 
^' And for the bass, the beast can only bellow ; 

" In fact, he had no singing education, 

'* An ignorant, noteless, timeless, tuneless fellow, 

" But being the prima donna's near relation, 

*' Who swore his voice was very rich and mellow, 

" They hired him, though to hear him you'd believe ' . 
An ass was pra^gtising recitative* . » 
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" Twould not hdemtti lagrtelf to dnrtd} iipdn ^ ^ . , > 
•* My own laeritty and though young — see, l^r— 'yoit 
Have got a tmellM air, which shows you one 
To whom the opera is hy bo means new ; 

** You've heard of llaucocanti ? — I'm the man ; 

The time may come when you may hear me too ; 
You was not last year at the fair of Lugo, 
But next, when 1-m engaged to sing thei^-r-da go. 

** Our baritone I aWost had tmpt^ 

A pretty lad, but bursting with conceit; 
With graceful action, science not a jot, 

A voice of no great compass, and 4ot sweet, 
** He always is complaining of his lot, * 

" Forsooth, scarce fit for ballads in the street; 
" In lovers' parts his passion more to breathe. 
Having no heart to^howt h» afaews his teetlu'^ 

Here Raucocanti's eloquent recital ' . ' /7 

Was interrupted by the pirate crew, 
Who came at stated moments to invite all 
- The captitres back to their «ad berths ; each threw 
A mefiil glance upon the waves (which bright ail 

From the blue skies denied a dodble Uae, 
Dancing all Aee and happy in tha«nn), * 
And then went down the btiitKibfkaf One by one. 

They heard next day«*-^ttat in the fHff^^fiiiiTTBciL^ 

Waitiag^ for his sublimity'g firman, ' 
The most imperative of sovereign i^^s, 

Which every body does without who en. 
More to secim them m thsir navateeUi, 

Lady to lady, well ae man to nian, 
W,ere to be chain'd, and lotted out per couple, ♦ 
For the slave market .of Constantinople* 

p 2 
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There ehanced to be an odd suJe, and odd fiunale. 
Who (after some discussion and some doubt. 

If the soprano might be doom'd to be male. 
They placed him o'er the women as a scout) 

Were linked together, and it happened the male 
Was Juan, who — an awkward thing at his age- 
Faired off with a Bacchante bloooung visage 

xcui. 

With Raucocanti lucklessly was chainM 
The tenor ; these two hated with a hate 

Found only on the stage, and each more pain'd 
With this his tuneful neighbour than his fate ; 

Sad strife arose, for they were so cross-grain'd^ 
Instead of bearing up without debatOf 

That each pullM different ways with many an oalh» 

^VArcadae ambQ,'*<ui el^— hlackgoarda bwu 

Juan's companion was a Homagnolei 

But bred within the march of old Ancooat 

With eyes that look'd into the very soul 
(And other chief points of a " bella donaa*^^ 

Bright — and as black and burning at a coal ; . 
'And through her clear brunette complezioD iAi<me a 

Great wish to please— a moet attractive dowert 

Especially whan %dded to their power. 

But all thatpawer was wasted upon him. 
For sorrow o'er each sense held stem command ; 

Her eye might flash on his, but found it dim ; 
Ana though thus chain'dy as natural her hand 

Touched his, nor that— nor any handsome limb 
(And she had some not easy to withstand) 

Could stir his pulse» or make his faith feel brittle ; 

Perhaps his recent wounds might help a little* 
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No matter j we should ne'er too much enquire^ 

But facts are facts, no knight could be mor« ttwe. 
And firmer faith no ladye-love desire ; 

We will omit the proofs, save one or two : 
said no one in hand " cati hold a fire 
By thought of frosty Caucasus/' but few 
I really think ; yet J«aii*s lluBii ordeal 
Was more trimiiphaat tad net waidk hm Yeal« 

Here I javight enter on a chaste deaoriptioiit • 
Having withstood temptation ia myyoudiy 

But hear that several people take exeeption 
At the first two books lutving too much traftK; 

Thereftee IV auake Don Juan leave the ship 80Qni» 
Because the pubKsher dedares, in soo^ 

Through needles' eyes it easier for the camel is 

To pass, than those two cantos into lamili^^ 

XCVIII. 

Tie all the same to me ; fimd'of yielding 
And therefore leav^ tfiem to the puier page 
Of Smollet, Prior, Ariosto, Fielding^ 

Who say strange things for so correct an age ; 

I once had great alacrity in wielding 

My pen, and liked poetic war to wage. 
And recollect the time when all this cant, 

Would have provoked ramarha wUfih now it ahaVt* 

As boys love ^ows, my boyhood liked a squabble j 
But at this hour I wish to part in peace. 

Leaving such to the literary rabble, 

Whether my verse's fame be doom'd to cease 

While the right hand which wrote it still is ablCf 
Or of some centuries to take a leaser 

The grass upon my grave will grow as long» 

And sig^^ midioglu winda» hut siotio squgt 
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Ot poets who come down to us through distance 
Of time and tongue, the foster-babes of Fame, 
9 Life seems the smallest portion of existence ^ ' 
Where twenty ages gather o*er a name, 

'Tis as a snow-ball which derives assistance 
From every flake, and yet t'olls on the same. 

Even till an iceberg it may chance to grow. 

But after all 'tis nothing bat cold snow. 

t3I. 

And so great names are nothing more than nominal^ 

And love of glory's but SA airy lust. 
Too often in its fuiy overcoming all 

Who would as 'twere identify their dust 
From out the wide destruction, which entombing aUj 

Leaves nothing till the comin? of the just-^ 
Save change ; IVe stood upon Achilles'^ tomb. 
And heard Troy doubted ; time will doubt of Rome. 

CII. 

The veiy generations of the dead 
Are swept away, and tomb inherits tomb. 

Until the memory of an age is fled^ 
And, buried, smks beneath it*s offspring's doom: 

Where are the epitaphs our fathers read? 

Save a few glean'd from the sepulchral gloom 
Which once-named myriads nameless lie beneath. 
And lose their own in universal death* 

cm. 

I canter by the spot each afternoon 

Where perishM in his fame the hero -boy, 
Who lived too long for men, but died too soon 

For human vanity, the young De Foix 1 
A broken pillar, not uncOuthly hewn. 

But which neglect is hastening to destroy, 
Records Ravenna's carnage on its face. 
While weeds and ordure rankle round Uie base* [5] 
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I pwB each ds|7 wlicff^ ]>Mt0*0 iKma are Jh^ 
A little cupola, mcnre neat tlian 8oleiiui» 

Protects his dust, but reyerence here is paid 

To the bard's tomb, and no^ the warrior*s column : 

The time must come, when both alike decay'd. 
The chieftain's trophy, and the poet's volume. 

Will sink where lie the songs and wars of eartb» 

Before Felidea* deatb^ or Vomer's birtb* 

With human blood that column was cemeiile44 

With human filth that column is defiled. 
As if the peasant^s coarse contempt were vented 

To shew his loathing of the spot he soil'd^ 
Thus is the trophy used, and thus lamented 

Should ever be those blood-hounds, from whose wiU 
Instinct of gore and ^loiy earth has known 
Those siifferings Santa saw in heU aione^ 

CVJU 

Yet there will still be bards ; though fame is smokOf 
Its fumes ace frankincense to human thought | 

And the unqiiiet feelings, which first woke 

Song in the world, mil seek what then they soa|^; 

As oh the beach the waves at last are broke, 
lliQSto their extreme verge the passions brought^ 

Pash into poetry, which is bat passion. 

Or at least was so ere it grew a ftehien* 

CVII. 

II in the eooise of sach a life as was 

At once adyentorous and contmplative. 
Men who partake all passions as they pass» 

Acquire die deep and bitter power to give 
Their images again as in a glass. 

And in such colours that they seem to live ; 
You may do right forbidding them to show *em. 
But spoil (X thmk) a very pretty poem. 
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Oh ! ye, whd ibAa ^ ftrtimeis of alllidoksl 
Benign ceraleaai «f the «eeeii4 «eir t 

Who advertise new poems by your looks. 
Your imprimatur" will ye not annex I—* 

"What, must I go to the oblivious cooks, 

Those Cornish plunderers of Parnassian wrecks 1 

Ah ' must I then the only minstrel be, 

Proscribed from tastinf yonr <]rastttiaft 4oa4 

What, can I prove " a lion*' *then no more? 

A ball-room bard, a foolsclip, hotpress darling ? 
To bear the compliments of many a bore, 

And sigh, " I can't get out," like Yorick's starling j 
Why then Vll swear, as poet Wordy ewore^ 

(Because llie world wonH read him, always Mariiiig^ 
That taste is gone, th«t flaie is but "a^otlery, 
Ihrawn by the Une^cMl ttasMi Wi^ ««lMiie. 

Oh ! darkly, deeply, beautifully blue,'* * ' 
As some one somewhere ^ings aboat the skyf 

And I, ye learned ladies, of you ; 
They ifby your stoddai^'are so (Heavoaluiowt^iAyv 

I have exanuDdAfeMr fHit Aot 4rae) ; 
Blue «MW|;irtwvrfiiA MBeUdy Me 

Round the patridan left^egs, wlAA «doilk 

The festal midnight^ ^4be levee' 

Yet some of you are AM eSrafrfife^ffmtittee^ 

But times aieUlei^tiiiee; a rhyming 
You read my sittittftfl^'ndltMd your feetuM ; 

And — but it^ttMer, ftll those things axef ei^er ; 
Still I have no dislike to learned natures. 

For some^mes such a world of virtues cover 3 
• I know one woman of that purple school, 
The loveliest^ chastest, best^hut-^-quite a fooi. 
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■ 

Httsiboldt, the Cnt cflnvdlenb'* bnl net^^ , . 

The laaty !f late socoants be acctmle^. • . ^ 

Invented, by some name I have forgot, 

As well as the sublime discovery's date. 
An airy instrument, with which he sought 

To ascertain the atmospheric state, , . 
By measuring *' the intensity of bliie 
Oh, Lady Daphne ! let me measore yQ^U. 

But to the narrative : the vessel bound * \.i ' 

• With slaves to sell off in the capital, « ^ j ^ 
After the usual process, might be found , ; > . 

At anchor under the seraglio wall ; 
Her cargo, from the plague being safe and soupd^ 

Were kinded in the market, one and all. 
And there with Georgianat BoaiiiaiHi» and CireaiMM^ 
Bought up for diffamt purpoae* paitionft ^ :x,^ 

CXIV* ' 

Some went off dearly ; fifteen hundred dollars ' 
For one Circat<ian» a sweet girl, were given^ 

Warranted virgin ; beauty brightest coloma 
Had deck'd her out in all the hues of heaven : 

Her sale sent home aope disappouited bawlen» 
Who bade on till the hnndieas reacli'd eleven; * 

Bat when Hhe offer urent beyond, they knew 

^was for the Sultan, and at once withdrew. 

cxv. 

Twelve negresses from Nnbia brought a priee 
Which the West Indian market scarce wenld hmgi 

Tboi^ Wifterforee, at hstj has made it twice 
What 'twas ess Albolition ; and the thing 
. Need not seem very wondernil, for vice 

Is always much more splendid than a king c 

The virtues, even the most exalted. Charity, 

Are saving — vice spares nothing for a raiit|f« 
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CXVI^ 

B«llbr the deslivf (rftbb yoktagtroop. 

How some were bought by peehas, some by Jew% 
How some to burdens w«re obliged lo etoop» 

And others rose to the command of crews 

As renegadoes ; while in hapless group 

Hoping no very old vizier might choose. 
The females stood, as one by one they pickM *em. 
To make a mistress^ ot iburth wife, or Tictim. 

All this must be rested for farther song. 
Also our hero's lotj howe'er unpleasant, 

(Because this Canto has become too long) 
Must be postponed discreetly for the present; 

I'm sensible redundancy is wrong. 

But could not for the muse of me put less in't: 

And now delay the progress of Don Juan, 

TUl what is enU'd kiOeeiu^ lUai4a«ik 
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NOTES TO CANTO FOURTH. 



• ^ Note 1, gage 154, staoea * 
" WhmAe gods low dUy€fmg9*\vm$M ^ ym*. , j 

See Herodotus. 

* 

Note 2| page 165, stanza liz. • « 

This is no very uncommon eflPect of the Tiolence of con- 
flicting and different passions. The Doge Francis Foscari, 
1^ lua deposition in t4i^7, heaning the beUs 61 St* Mark 
announce the election of his successor^ '''mourfit subite-^ 
ment d'une hemorragie causae pax une veine qui s^^clata 
dans sa poitrine/' (See Sismondi and Dam, Tola.i* andii.) 
at the age of eighty years, when Who would have thought 
Ike old man had 90 much Moodm kknT' Before I was sixteen 
years of age, I was witness to a melancholy instance of 
the same effect of mixed passions upon a young person ; 
who, however, did not die in consequence, at that time, 
but fell a victim, some years afterwards, to a seizure of the 
same kind, arising from causes intimately connected with 
agitation f{ mind* 



Note 3, page 171, stanza Ixxx, 

But told by ine impresaiHo at no high rate* 

This is a fact, A few years ago a man engaged a com- 
pany for some foreign theatre ; embarked them at an Ita- 
lian portj and carrying them to Algiers, sold them all*. 
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One of the women, returned from her captivity, I heard 
sing, hy a strangle coincidence, in Rossini's open of 
" Ultaliana in AJgerij" at Venice, in the begimung of 
tBlT. 

Note 4, page 172, stansa Izzxvt* 

" From oil thM pcpe makes yearly 'twould perplnt 
Tojmdikneperfeap^oftheihiids^^^ 

It is strange that it should be the Pope and the Sttttaii 

who are the chief encouragers of this branch of trade- 
women being prohibited as singers at St. Peter's* and not 
deemed trust- worthy as guardians of the harem. ' 

Note 5, page ItS, sCaiisa ciu. 

WbUe wemU and ordure rankle round the base* 

Tbe pillar which lecords the battle of Rayeima it einmt 
two miles from the city, on the opposite side- of the rirer 
to the road towards Forli. Gaston de Foix, who gained 
the battle, was killed in it ; there fell on both sides twenty 
thousand men. The present state of the pillar and its site 
ia described in the text. 
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CANTO V. 



I. 

Whsh amatory poets sing tbeir lores 

In liquid lines melliflucmsly bland. 
And praise their rhymes as Venns yokes her doves. 

They little think what mischief is in hand ; 
The greater their success the worse it proves. 

As Ovid's verse may make you understand ; 
Even Petrarch's self, if judged with due severity^ 
la the Platonic pimp of all posterity. , 

n. 

I therefore do denounce all amorous writing^ "^li^^ 
Except in such a way as not to attract ; 

Plain — simple— short, and by no means inviting^ 
But with a moral to each error tack'd, 

Form'd rather for instructing than delighting, 
And with all passions in their turn attackM ; 

Now, if my Pegasus should not be shod iil^ 

This poem will become a moral model* 

III. 

The European with the Asian shore 

Sprinkled with palaces ; the ocean stream [1 j 

Here and there studded with a seventy-four ; 
Sophia's cupola with golden gleam ; 

Tha cypress groves; Olympus lagh and hoar ; 
The twelve isles, and the more than I could dream. 

Far less describe, present the very view 

Which charmed the charmbg Mary Montague. 
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I nave a passion for the name of Mary," 

For once it was a magic sound to me ; 
And still it half calls up the realms of fairy. 

Where 1 beheld what never was to be ; 
All feelings changed, but this was last to vary, 

A spell from which even yet I am not quite free : 
But I grow sad — and let a tale grow eold. 
Which must not be pathetically told« « 

V. 

^ The wind swept down the Euxine, and the wave 

Broke foaming o'er the blue Symplegades ^ 
'lis a grand sigl^t from off the Giaat> Grave/' [S} 

To watch the prQgre89 of those rolling seas 
Between the Bosphonis, as they lash and lave 
Europe and Aai^, you being quite at ease ; 
' There's not a sea the passenger e'ier pukes in. 
Turns up more dangerous breakers than the Eunie* 

VI. 

'Twas a raw day of Autumn^s bleak beginning. 
When nights axe equaly but not «a )he days; 

Hie Parc» then cut jshort the furthf^r epinning 
Of seamen's fates, and the loud tempests raise 

The waters, and repentance for past sinning 

In all, who o'er tne great deep take their ways ; 

They vow to amend their lives, and yet they don't ; 

Because if drown'd they can't — ^if spared they won^'t. 

VII. 

A crowd of shivermg slaves of every nation. 
And age, and sez, were in the. ^larket ranged: 

Each bevy with the merchant in his station : 

Poor creatures 1 their good looks were sadly changed* 

All save the blacks seem'd jaded with vexation. 

From friends, and home, and freedom far estranged; 

The negroes more philosophy displayed — 

Used to it, no doubt, as e^ls are to be flay'd. 
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VIII. 

Jamn was juvenile, and thus yrBs tail, 
As most at his age are, of hope, and health ; 

Yet I must own, he looVd a little dull, 

And now and then a tear stole down by stealth ; 

Perhaps his recent loss of blood might pull 

His spirit down ; and then the loss of wealth, 
A mistress, and such comfortable quarters. 
To be put up for auction amongst Tartars 

IX. 

Were things to shake a tftoic ; nevertheless. 

Upon the whole his carriage was serene : 

His figure, and the splendour of his dress, 

Of which some gilded remnants still were seen. 

Drew all eyes on him, giving them to guess 
He was above the vulgar by his mien ; 

And then, though pale, he was so very handsome ; 

And then — ^they calculated on his ransonu 

* 

Like a backgammon board the place was dotted 

With whites and blacks, in groups on show for sale. 

Though rather more irregularly spotted : 

Some bought the jet, while others chose the pale* 

It chanced among the other people lotted, 
A man of thirty, rather stout and hale. 

With resolution in his dark grey eye. 

Next Juan stood, till some might enoose to buy. 

XI. 

He had an English look ; that is, was square 
In make, of a complexion white and ruddy. 

Good teeth, with curling rather dark brown hair, 
And, it might be from thought, or toil, or study. 

An open brow a little mark'd wUh care : 
One arm had on a bandage rather bloody ; 

And there he stood with such sang-frML that greater 

Could scarce be shown even by a mere spectator 

Q 2 



Digitized by Google 



186 



BON iVkS. 



XII* 

But seeing at his elbow a mere lad. 

Of a high spirit evidently, though 
At present weigh'd down by a doom which had 

Overthrown even men» he som began to show 
A kind of blnnt compassion for the sad 

Lot of so yoong a partner in the woe. 
Which for himself he seemM to deem no worse 
Than any other scrape, a thing of course, 

XIII. 

'* My boy i*^— said he, ** amidst this motley crew 

" Of Oeorgiana, Rossians, Nubians^ and what not» 
** AH ragamuffins differing bat in hue, 

*' Wi3i whom it is our luck to cast our lot, 
" The only gentlemen seem I and you ; 

*' So let us be acquainted as we ought : 

If I could yield you any consolation, 

'Twould give me pleasure, — ^Pray what is your nation 1^ 

XIV. 

When Juan answer'd ** Spanish !" he replied, 
** I thought, in fact, you could not be a Greek j 
Those servile dogs are not so proudly eyed : 
*' Fortune has play*d you here a pretty freak, 

" But that's her way with all men till they're tried ; 
*' But never mind, — she'll turn, perhaps, next week ^ 
She' has served me also much the same as youj 

^* Except that I have found it nothing new." 

XV. 

Pray, Sir,'* said Juan, if I may presume, 

" What brought you here?" — ** Oh 1 nothing very raxe— 

Six Tartars and a drag-chain " — " To this doom 

" But what conducted 1 — if the question's fair. 
Is that which I would leaxn."— I served for some 
** Months with the Russian army here and there. 
And taking lately, by Suwarrow's bidding, 
** A town, was ta'en myself instead of Widdio^'* 
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" Hare you no friends V* — ** I had — biit, by God's blessing. 
Have not been troubled with them lately^ Now 

** I have answer'd all your questions without pressing, 
** And you an equal courtesy should show." 
Alas!" said Juan, 'twere a tale distressing, 
« And long besides/*— « Oh ! if 'tis really so. 
You're right on both accountii to hold your tongue 3^ 
A Bfid tate saddens doublj when 'fis long. 

XVII, 

" But droop not : fortune at yout time of lift. 
Although a f<^male moderately fickle. 
Will hardly teiive you (as she's noi your wife) 

For any length of days in sucK a pickle. 
To irtMre t06 with our fate were such a strife, 
*' As if the corn sheaf should oppose the sickle : 
Men are the sport of circumstances, when 
The circumstances seem the sport of men." 

xvlii. 

Tis not," saidt Juan, for my present doc^ 
I ihourn, but for .tiie p&si ;— I loved a Aiaid 
He paused, and his d&rk eye grew full of gloom ^ 

A single tear upon his eyelash staid 
A molnent, and then dropp'd : but to resume, 

** Tis not my present lot, as I have said, # 
" Which I deplore so much ; for I have borne 

Hardships which have4he hardiest overworn, 

XIX. 

" On the rough deep. But this last blow — ^'^ and hete 
He stopp'd again, and turnM away his face. 
Aye," quoth his friend, '* I thought it would appear 

That there had been a lady in the case ; 
And these are things which ask a tender tear, 
Such as I too would shed if in your place : 
< ** I cried upon my first wife^s dying day. 
And also wlien my second ran away : 

Q 3 
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• XX. 

My third— Your third qaoth Juan, tnfkiiiig loimd ; 

You flcaxcely can be thirty : have you three Ir 
No — only two at presei^ afoye ground : 

Surely 'tis notmng wonderful to see 

One person thrice in holy wedlock bound 
" Well, then, your third,^* said Juan, what did she 1 
She did not run away too, did she, sir V* 
" No, faith."—*' What then " I ran away from her,'* 

XXI. 

You take flungs coolly, m," said Juaa. Why/' 

** Replied the other, " what can a man do? 
There still are many rainbows in your sky, 
** But mine have vanished. All, when life is new, 
" Commence with feelings warm and prospects high j 
" But time strips our illusions of their hue. 
And one by one in turn, some grand mistake 
Casts off its bright skin yearly like the saake« 

XXII. 

'Tis true, it gets another bright and fresh, 

Or fresher, brighter, but the year gone through^ 
^ This skin must go the way too of all flesh, 
" Or sometimes only wear a week or two ; — 
Love's the first net which spreads its deadly mesh ^ 
Ambition, Avarice, Vengeance, Glory, glw 
*^ The glittering limerfwigs of our latter days. 
Where still we flutter ou for pence or praise/* * 

XXIII. 

" All this is very fine, and may be true,** 
Said Juan ; " but I really don't see how 
It betters present times with me or you." 
" No V* quoth the other ; " yet you will allow 
By setting things in their right point of view» 
*^ Knowledge, at least, is gain'd; for instance, now, 

** We know what slaveiy is, and our disasters 
May teach us better to behave when masters." 
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XXIV. 

Would we^ere masters now, if bat to tiy • 

Their present lessons on our Pagan friends here^" 
Said Juan — swallowing a heart-buming sigh : 

" Heaven help the scholar whom his fortune sends here I ' 
Perhaps we shall be one day, by and by/* 
*' Rejoin'd the other, ** when our bad luck mends here j 
" Meantime (yon old black eunuch seems to eye us} 
" I vmk to G^d that somebody would buy us i 

XXV. 

•'^ But after all, what is our present state 1 
" 'Tis bad, and may be better — all men's lot : 

** Most men are slaves, none more so than the great, 
" To their own whims and passions, and what uotf 

** Society itself, which should create 

Kindness, destroys what little we had got: 
To feel for none is the true social art 
Of the world's stoics— men without a hearU*^ 

XXVI. 

Just now a black old neutral.personage^ 

Of the third sex stepped up, and peering ovet 

The captives, seem'd to mark their looks, and age. 
And capabilities, as to discover 

If they wete fitted for the purposed cage : 

No lady e'er is ogled by a lover, • 

Horse by a blackleg, broadcloth by a tailor. 

Fee by a counsel, felon by a jailor, 

XXVII. 

As is a slave by his intended bidder. 

'TIS pleasant purchasing our fellow-creatures ; 
And all are to be sold, if you consider 

Their passions, and are dezt'rous ; some by features 

Are bought up, others by a warlike leader, t 

Some by a place — as tend their years or natures } 
The most by ready cash — but all have prices, 
Prom crowns to kick, according to their vices. 
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The eanoch ha^ng eyed ftem o'er with care, 
Tuni'd to the merchant, and begun to bid * 

First but for one, and after for the pair ; 

They haggled, wrangled, swore too — so they did ! 
A As though they were in a mere christian fair 
Cheapening an ox, an ass, a lamb, or kid ; 

So that theix bargain sounded Uke a battle 

for this superior yoke of human catUe* 

At last they settlefd into simple grumbling. 

And pulling out reluctant purses, and 
Turning each piece of silver o'er, and tumbling 

Some down, and weighing others in their hand. 
And by mistake sequins wiUi paras jumbling, 

Until the ton was accurately sdunt'd. 
And then the merchSAit giring dmnge, and signing 
Aeceipts in ^1, Ugan to fUbk of dining. 

XXX. 

I wonder if his appetite was goodi 

Or, if it were, if also his digestion ? 
Methinks at meals wrne odd thoughts might isiirbd^. 

And conscience ask a curious soft of questioiiir 
About the right diMne how for ihotdd 

Sell fledi and blood. When dinner has oppMt on6, 
I think it is perhaps the gloomiest hour 
Which turns up out of the sad twenty-four. 

■ 

XXXI. 

Voltaire says " No he tells yoti that CiiiMKde 

Found life most €6l6fable after mc^s ; 
Ho's wiong — ^unless imkn ivas a pig, indeed. 

Repletion rather adds to what he feels, 
Unless he]s drunk, and then no doubt he's freed 
• From his own brain's oppression while it reels. 
Of food^I think with Philip's son, or rather 
Ammon's (ill pleased with one world and one father) ; 
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I think with Alexander, that the act 

Of eating, with another act or two. 
Makes us feel our mortaliQf in fact 

Redoubled ; when a roast and a ragout. 
And fish, and soup, by some side dishes backed. 

Can give ns either pain or pleasure, who 
Wquld pique himself on intellects/ whose use 
Depends so mudi upon the gastric juice. ' 

XXXIII. 

The other evening Ctms on Friday last)--* 

This is a fact ana no poetic fable- 
Just as my great coat was about me cast. 

My hat and gloves still lying on the ti^Ie, • 
I beard a shot-^'twas eight o'clock scarce past— 

And running out as fast as I was able, [3J 
I found the military commandant 
Stretched in the street, and able scarce to pant. 

Fbor fellow ! for some reason, sorely bad. 

They had slain him with five slugs ; and left him there 

To perish on the pavement : so I had 

llim borne into the house and up the stair. 

And stripped, and look'd to, But why should I add 

More circumstances? vain was every care j 

The man was gone : in some Italian quarrel 

Kili'd by five bullets from an old gun-barreU [4] 

XXXV. 

I gazed upon him, for I knew him well ; 

And though I have seen many corpses, never. 
Saw one whom such an accident befell, 

So calm ; though pierced through stomach, heart, and Uver> 
He seem'd to sleep, for you could scarcely tell 

(As he bled inwardly, no hideous river 
Of gore divulged the cause) that he was dead ; 
So as I gased on him, I thought or said— 
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Can this be death ? then what is life or death ? 
Speak 1" but he spoke hot : " wake !" but still he slept 
" But yesterday and who had mightier breath? 

'* A thousand warriors by his word were kept 
** In awe : he said, as the centurion saith, 

' Go/ aad he goeth ; ' come/ asd forth he slept^ 
" The trump and bugle till he spake were dumb — * 
And now nought left him but the muffled drum." 

' XXXTIt. 

And they who Waited once and worshipped — they 
With their rough faces throng'd about the bed 

To gaze once more on the commanding clay 

Which for the last though not the fiist time bled : 

And such an end ! that he who matiy a day 
Had ^ed Napoleon^s foes until they fled,— 

The foremost in the chai|;e or in the sally. 

Should now be butchered in a civic aUey. 

XXXVIII. 

The scars of his old wounds were neat his new, 
Those honourable scars which brought him fame ; 

And horrid was the contrast to the view— • 
But let me quit the theme ; as such things claim 

Perhaps even more attention than is due 

From me : I gazed (as oft I have gazed the same) 

To try if I could wrench aught out of death 

Which should confirm, or shake, or make a faith \ 

XXXIX. 

But it was all a mystery. Here we are. 
And there we go : — ^but wherel five bits of lead» 

Or three, or two, or one send very far ! 

And is this blood, then, form'd but to be shed] 
Can every element our elements mar ? 

And air — earth — water — fire live — and we dead? 
We, whose minds comprehend all things ? No more> 
But let us to the story as before* 



DON JUAl^t 
XL. 

r 

The purchaser of Juap acc^uauitaiicew 

Bore off his bargam$ to a gilded bp^> 
Embark'd himself apd them, ai)d off they went t^p9 

As fast as oars could pull and water float ; 
They looked like persons being led to sentence. 

Wondering what next, till the caique was brpught 
Up i^a little creek below a wall 
O'ertopp'd with cypresses darl^-gree^i and taUs * 

« 

Here their conductor tapping at the wicket 

Of a small iron door, 'twas open'd, and 
He led them onward, first through a low thicket 

Flank'd by large groves, which towered on either hand : • 
They almost lost their way, and had to pick it— 

For night was closing ere. they came to land. 
The eunuch made a sign to those on hoaiU, 
Who row'd off, leaving them without a word* 

XhU. 

As they were plodding on their winding way, 

Through orange bowers, and jasmine, and 80 fozti^: 

(Of which I might have a good deal to say. 
There being no such profhsion in tho North 

Of oriental plants, " et cetera,** 
But that of lale your scribblers think it ^orth 

Their while to rear whole hotbeds in their works 

Because one poet travelled ^ongsf the Tur]ps :) 

XLIII. 

As they were threading on their way, there canui 

Into Don Juan's head a tibought, which he 
Whisper-d to his companion : — ^*twas the sam^ 

Whith might have then occurr'd iko you or me. 
" Methinks/l— sud he,—" it would be no great shame 

"H we should strike a stroke to set us free : 
" Let's Lnock that old black fellow on the head, ' 

And.march away— 'twere e^ier done tban sav^*^* 
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XLIV. 

Yes/' said the other« aad when done, wh«t th^n ? , 

How git iHfaitt how the devil got we in 1 
And when we once were fidrly out, and when 

" From Saint Bartholomew we have saved our skin, 
** To-morrow'd see us in some other den, 

** And worse off than we hitherto have been ; . 
*' Besides, I*m hungry, and just now would take« 1^ 

like EsaUf for my birtluight a beef-steak. 

XLV, 

We must be near some place of man's abode 
For the old negro's confidence in creeping. 

With his two captives by so queer a road. 

Shows that he thinks his friends liave not been sleeping ; 

A single cry would bring them all around : 
1'is therefore better looking before leaping — ^ 

And there, yon see, this turn has brought us through. 

By Jove, a noble palace I — flighted too*'' 

XLVI. 

It was indeed a wide extensive building 

Which open'd on their view, and o*er the front 

There seemM to be besprent a deal of gilding 
And various hues, as is the Turkish wont,— 

A gaudy taste ; for they are little skill'd in 

The arts of which these lands were once the font : 

liach villa on the Boaphonis looks a screen 

New paantedi or a pretty opera-scene. 

XLVII. 

And nearer as they came, a gepial savour 
Of certain stews, and roast-meats, and pilaus. 

Things which in hungry mortals' eyes find favour^ 
Made Juan in his harsh intentions pauto. 

And put himself upon his good behaviour : ' 
His friend, too, adding a new saving clause. 

Said* " In Heaven's name let's get some supper now, 

" And then I'm with you, if you're for a row/* 
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XLVIIl. 

« 

Some talk of an appeal unto some passion, 

Some to men's feelings, others to their reason ^ 

The last of these was never much the fashion, * 
For reason thinks all reasoning out of season. 
. Some speakers whine, and others lay the lash on. 
But more or less continue still to teaze on, 

. Wflh argoments according to their forte 

But no one ever dreams of being shorts 

But I digress : of all appeals, although 
I grant the power of pathos, and of gold, 

Of beauty, flattery, threats, a shilling, — no 
Method's more sure at moments to take hold 

Of the best feelings of mankind, which grow 
Mbre tender, as we every day behold. 

Than that all-softening, overpowering knell. 

The toscin of the soul— the dinner bell, 

» 

' Turkey contains no bells, and yet men dine ; 

And Juan and his friend, albeit they heaid 
No christian knoll to table, saw no line 

Of lacqueys usher te the feast prepared, 
Yet smelt roast- meat, beheld a huge fire shine. 

And cooks in motion with their clean arms bared. 
And gazed around them to the left and right 
With the prophetic eye of appetite. 

And giving up all notions of resistance. 

They followM close behind their sable guide. 

Who little thought that bis own crack d existence 
Was on the point of being set aside : 

He motion'd them to stop at some small distan(5e. 
And knocking at the gate 'twas open'd wide. 

And a magnificent large hall displayed 

The Asian pomp •f Ottoman parade* 

R 
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US* 

I won't describe ; description is my forte. 
But every fool describes in these bright d^ys 

His wondrous journey to some foreign court. 

And spawnj^ his quartp, and dopiands your priMse^ 
• Death to his publisher) to him %is sport ; 

While Nature, tortured twenty thousand W2(ys„ 

Resigns herself with exemplary patience • 

To guide-books^ rhymes, tourS| sketches, illustration^ 

' Lin* 

Along Hm ball, and up and down^ some squfitted 
Upon their hams, were occupied at chess ; 

Others in monosyllable talk chatted. 

And some seem'd much in love with their own dr^ss. 

And divers smoked superb pipes decorated 
With amber mouths of greater price or leas j 

And several strutted, others slept, and some 

fxqpared for supper witl^ a glass of ivuu. £d J 

As the black eunuch entered with his brace 
Of purchased Infidels, some raised their eyes 

A moment without slackening from their pace ; 
But those who sate, ne'er stirr'd in anywise : 

One or two stared the captives^ in the face. 
Just as one views a horse to guess his price | 

Some nodded to the negro from their statiofi^ 

But no ouQ troubled him with conye^ation. 

LV. 

He leads them through the hall, and, without stopping> 
On through a farther range of goodly rooms. 

Splendid but sUent, save in one^ where dropping [6J 
A marble fountain echoes through the glooms 

Of night, whioh robe the chamber, or where poppii^ 
Some female head most curiously presumes 

To thrust its black eyes through the ioox or Iftlicei, ^ 

As wondering what the dovil voise tlmjt is* 
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I*VI. 

Some faint lamps gleaming from the lofty walls 
Gave light enough to hint their farther way. 

But not enough to show the imperial halls 
In all the fashing of their full array ; 

Perhaps there^s nothing — 1^11 not say appals. 
But saddeni more by night as weU as day » 

Than ai^ enormous room without a sotil 

To break the Ufeleas splendeuf of the whole. 

LVII. 

Two or three seem so little, one seems nothing : 
In deserts, forests, crowds, or by the shore. 

There solitude, we loiow, has her full growth in 
The spots which were her realms for evermore ^ 

But in a mighty hall or gallery, both in 
More modem buildings and those built of. yore, 

A kind of death comes o'er us all alone 

Seeing what's meant for many with but one. 

LVIII. 

A neat, sniig study oh a winter^s night, 

A book, friend, single lady, or a glasft 
Of claret, sandwich, and aik appetite. 

Axe things which make an Eiiglish etening pass. 
Though esitw by no means so grand a sight 

As is a theatre lit up by gas. 
I pass my evenings in long galleries solely. 
And that's the reason I'm so ^elancholy^ 

LIX. 

Alas! man makeadiat great which makes him littler 

I grant you in a church 'tis irety well : 
What speaks of Heaven should by no means be brittle. 

But strong and lasting, till no tongue can tell 
Their names who rear'd it ; but huge houses fit ill — 
^ And huge tombs worse — mankind, since Adam fell ; ^ 
Rethinks the story of the tower of Babel 
Might teach them this much better than I'm able. 
• R 2 
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LX. 

Babel was Nimrod^s huntiDg seat, and then 
A town of gardens, walls, and wealth amasing. 

Where Nebuchadonosor, king of men, 

lleign'd, till one summer's day he took to grazing. 
And Daniel tamed the lions in their den. 

The people'^ awe and admiration raising ; 
*Twas famous, too, for Thisbe and for Pyramus, ^ 
And the calumniated Queen Semiramis. 



But to resume, — should there be (what may not 
Be in those days ?) some infidels, who don't. 

Because they can't, find out the very spot 
Of that same Babel, or because they won^t, 

(Though Claudius Rich, Esquire, some bricks has got 
And written lately two memoirs uponH) 

Believe the Jews, those unbelievers, who 

Must be believed, though they believed not you* 

LXIli. 

Yet let them think that Horace has exprest 

Shortly and sweetly the masonic folly 
Of those, forgetting the great place of rest. 

Who give themselves to architecture wholly ; 
We know where things and men must end at last : 

A moral (like all morab) melancholy, 
And £t sepulchri immemor struis domes" 
Shows that we build when we should but entomb us* 



♦ 
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LXIV. 

At last they reach'd a quarter most retired. 
Where echo woke as if from a long slumber ; 

Though full of all things which could be desired. 
One wondered what to do with such a numbe:^ 

Of articles which nobody required ; 
Here wealth haft do&e its utmost td enomnber 

With faraitare an exquisite apttrtmentj 

Which pusiM hatoM maA to knc^ ^flM ixk dteaiit. 

It seemed, however, but to open ofa 

A range or suite of further chamberf*, which 

lUQght lead to Heaven knoWs Vhere ; bat in this oAe 
The moYoables were pvodigidly rich : 

Sofiss 'twas half a sin to sit upon^ 
So costly were th^y ^ carpets e^ery ititch 

Of workmanship so rare, they made yon wish 

You could |;lide o'er them Hk^ a golden fish. 

LXVl. 

The black» howwer* ^vithotiit hiu^y dei^^ 

A glance at that whiob tmpt the slaves id woitder^ 
Tramj^led what they tfca#ce trod Ibr fear ol staining. 

As if the milky way their feet i^as undef 
With all its stars ; and with a stretch attaining 

A certain press or cupboard niched in yonder. 
In that remote recess which you may see — ' 
' Or if you don't ^e fiftult is not m me, 

I wish to be perspicuous; and the black, 
I say, unlocking the recess, pulPd forth 

A quantity of clothes fit for the back 

Of any Mussulman, whatever his worth \ 

And of variety there was no lack— 

And yet, though I have said there was no deuth. 

He chose himself to point out what he thought 

Most proper for the Chnstiaas he had bought. 

R 3 
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LXVIII. 

The suit he thought meet suitable to each 

Was, for the elder and the stouter, first 
A candiote cloak, which to die knee might ieach# 

And trowsers not so tight that they would boistf • 

But such as fit an Asiatic hreech ; 

A shawl, whose folds in Cashmere had been mmt^ 
Slippers of saflfroo, dagger rich and handy ; 
In short, all things-wbich form a Turkbh Dandy. 

WUIe he was dxeesbg, Baba, their blad[ fti^. 
Hinted the vast advantages which thqr 

Might probably obtain both in the end, . 

If they would but pursue the proper way I 
Which fortune plainly seem'd to recommend ; ' 

And then he added, that he needs must say, 
" 'Twould greatly tend to better their condition, 

If they would condescend to circumcision. 



" For his own part, he really should rejoice 
" To see them true believers, but no less 

** Would leave his proposition to their choice, 
The other, thanking him for this excess 

Of goodness, in thus leaving them a voice ^ 
In such a trifle, scarcely could express 
Sufficiently (he said) his approbation 
Of all the customs of this polished nation. 

LXXI. ^ 

" For his own share— he saw but small objection 

" To so respectable an ancient rite ; 
♦^And after swallowing down a slight refection^ 
" For which he own^d a present appetite. 
He doubted not a few hours of reflection 

Would reconcile him to the business <piite." 
Will itl^' said Juan sharply ; " Strike me dead. 
But they as soon shall circumcise my head ! — 
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LXXIK 

•* Cut off a thousand heads, before " — .** Now, pray/* 

Replied the other, do not interrupt : 
** You put me out in what I had to say. 

" Sir !-^As I said, as soon as I had supt, 

I shall perpend if your proposal may 

" Be such as I can properly accept; 

Frovided always your great goodness still * • 

Bemita tlie matter to our own free-vill/' . . 

Baba eyed Jaan» and said " Be so good 

** As dress yourself — and pointed out a suit 

In which a Princess with great pleasure would 
Array her limbs; but Juan standing mute. 

As not being in conasquerading mood. 

Gave it a stigbt kick with his christian foot : 

And when the old negro told him to Get ready/' 

Replied, *' Old gen^man, I'm not a lady." 

^ LXXIV. 

What you may be, I neldier know nor care/' 
Said Baba; ** but pray do as I desire: 
I have no Mre tiide nor many wcvds to spare/' 

At least jfpf«ui£#aan, sure I may inquire 
The cause of this odd travesty ?'* — " Forbear/' 
Said Baba, "to be curious ; 'twill transpire, 
No doubt, in proper place, and time, and season ; 
** I have no authority to tell the reason/' 

LXXV. 

Then if I do,*' s«d Juan, I'U be '* " Hold !" 

Rejoined the Negro ; " pray be not provoking ; 
This spirit's well, but it may wax too bold. 
And you will hnd us not too fond of joking/* 
«* What, sir,'* said Juan, ** shall it e*er be told 

** That I unsex'd my dress But Baba stroking 
The things down, said — ''Incense me, and I caU 
^ ** Those who will leave you of no sex at ail* 
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I offer you a handsome suit of clothes : 
" A woiuaa% tme^ but then there is ai caiue 
Why you should wear them," " What, tho' my soul lottOiw 
" The effemiaate garbT'-*-thu8» after ardioit pstuMy 

SighM Joaa, matteriiu; also some slight oaths» 

What thp deyUi^ I do with aU this gaueer 

Thus be proranely termed the finest lace 

Which e'er set off a marriage-morning face. 

LXXVII, 

And then he swore ; and, sighing, on he slippM 

A pair of trowsers of flesh-coloiu^d silk. 
Next with a tirpn aone he was equipp'd. 

Which girt a slight chemise as white as milk ; 

But tugging on his petticoat he trippM, 

Which — as we say — or as the Scotch say, whilk, 
(The rhyme obliges me to this ; sometimes 
Kings are not more imperative than rhymes) 

« 

LXXVIU. . 

Whilk, whidi (ov what you piepi^, Irae owing to 

His garment's novelty, and his being awkward ^ 
And yet at last he managed to get through 

His toilet, though no doubt a little backward : 
The negro Baba help'd a little too. 

When some untoward part of raiment stuck hardy 
And wrestling both his arms into a gown. 
He paus'd, and took a survey up mi down* 

One difficulty still remained,— his hair 

W^as hardly long enough, but Baba found 
.So many false long tresses all to spare. 

That soon his head was most completely crown'd^ 
After the manner then in fashion time ; 

And this addition with such gems was bound 
As suited the el^semble of his toilet. 
While Baba made him comb his bead and oil it. 
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And now being femhiifiely all array'd 

With some small aid from scissars, paint, and tweezers,. 
He look'd in almost all respects a maid. 

And Baba smilingly exclaimed, " You see, sirs, 
A perfect transformation here displayed ; 
** And now, then, you must come along with me, tixB^ 
That is — the Lady clappiDg his bands twice 
Four blacks were at bis elbow in a trice. 

LXXXI. 

You, sir,*' said Baba, nodding to the one, 

" Will please to accompany those gentlemen 
" To supper ; but youj worthy christian nun, 

•* Will follow me ; no trifling, sir ; for when 

I say a thing, it must at once be done. 
What fear yon 1 think yon this a lion's den? 
" Wh^, 'tis a palace \ where the truly wise 
*' Anticipate ue Projdiefs paradise. 

LXXXll. 

You fool ! I tell you no one means you harm*''' 
So much the better," Juan said, for them ; 
Else they shall feel the weight of this my arm, 
** Which is not quite so lig^t as you may deenu 
I yield thus far ; but soon will break the charm 
^ If any take me for that which I seem : 
" So that I trust for every body's sake, 
*^ That this disguise may lead to no mistake." 

LXXXIII. 

Blockhead! come, and see," quoth Baba;^' while 
Don Juan» taming to his comrade, who 
Though somewhat grieved, could scarce forbear a smil^ 
Upon the metamorphosn in view : 

" Farewell!*' they mutually exclaim'd: "this soil 

Seems fertile in adventures strange and new, 
" One's turn'd half Mussulman, and one a maid^ 
iiy this old black enchanter's unsought aid. 
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Farewell 1" said Juan ; " should we meet no more, 
" I wish you a good appetite." — " Farewell!" 
Replied the other ; though it giieves me sore : 

When we next meet, we'll have a tale to tell t \ 
^ We needs must follow when Fate puts from shone : J 
Keep your good name ; tboagh £ve hmeU once felL*' 
Nav/' ouothj^ie maid, the saltan's self shaVt etffiy ne. 
Unless nis highness promises to marry me.*' 

LXXXV. 

And thus they parted, each by separate doois j 

Baba led Juan onward room by room 
Through flittering galleries and o^er marUe floors. 

Till a gigantic portal through the gloom. 
Haughty and hnge, along the distance towers ; 

And wafted far arose a rich perfome : 
It seemed as though they came upon a shrine. 
For all was vast, still, fragrant, and divine* 

LXXXVI. 

The giant door was broad, and bright, and hl^ 
Ofplded bronse, and carved in coiioas goise; 
Warriors thereon were battling furiously : 

Here stalks the victor, there the vanquished lies ; 
There captives led in triumph droop the eye. 

And in perspective many a squadron flies : 
It seems the work of times before the line 
Of Eome transplanted fell with Constance* 

LXXXVII. 

This massy portal stood at the wide close 

Of a huge hall, and on its either side 
Two little dwarfs, the least you could suppose. 

Were sate, like ugly imps, as if allied 
In mockery to the enormous gate which rose 

O'er them in almost pyramidic pride : 
The gate so splendid was in all its /eotures, [73 
Yon never thoogkt abooi those little creatures. 
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LXXXVIII. 

Until yon «M«lf tted oa Ibam, and thaa 
You itaitedi aadi in hanor ta 

The wondrous bideousness of thoia small men. 
Whose colour was not black, nor white, nor grey. 

But an extraneous mixture, which no pen 
Can trace, although perhaps the pencil may ; 

They were mis-shapen pigmies, deaf and duiiill>-«* 

Jiionstersj who cott a na IdM monstroiis sum. 

Their duty was — for they were strong, and though 
They looked so little, did strong things at times-^ 

To ope this door, which they couJd really do, 
The hinges being as smooth as Rogers' rhymes ; 

And now and then with tough strings of the bow. 
As IS the custom of those eastern dimes. 

To i^ve some rebel Pacha a cravat ; 

For mutes are generally used for Ibat. 

XC. 

Tbey spoke by signs — that is, not spoke at all ; 

And looking like two incubi they glared 
As Baba with his fingers made them fall 

To beaming back the portal folds : it acaied 
Juan a moment, as tbis pair so smaH , 

Witb sbrk^king serpmit optics on bun stared ; 
It was as if Ibeir little looks oould poison 
Or fascinate whoma'er they fix'd their eyes on* 

« 

XCI« 

Before tbey entered, Baba panaed to hint 

To Juaa some sligbt leMoas as bis guide: 

If yon could just contrire/* be said, ''to stial ^ 

** That somewbat maahr majesty of stride, 
** ^Twould be as well, and, — (though there^s not much iu't) 

" To swing a little less from side to side. 

Which has at times an aspect of the oddest ; 
** And also could you look a little modest. 

« 
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*' TTwould be convenient ; for these mutes have eyes 
" Like needles, which may pierce those petticoats ; 

^' And if they should diiicover your disguise, 

" You know how near us the deep Bosphoros floats ^ 
And you and I may chance* ere morning rise^ 
" To find our way to Marmora without teals, 
Stitch'd up in sacScs — a mode of navigation 

^' A good deal practised here upon oceaBion.^* 

XGIII. 

With this encouragement, he led the way 

Into a room still uohler than the last ; 
A rich confusion fonn*d a disarray 

In such sorty that the eye along it cast 
Could hardly carry any thing away/ 

Ohject on object flashed so Inight and fttst; 
A dazzling mass of gems, and gold, and glitter^ 
Magnificently mingled in a litter. 

XCIV. 

« 

Wealth had done wondm-<-Castenot nmdi ; such ftnig^ 
Occor in orient palaces, and evmi 

In the more chastened domes of western kings 

(Of which I also have seen some six or seven) 
^ Where I can't say or gold or diamond flings 
Much lustre, there is much to be forgiven ; 
Groups of bad statues, tables, chairs, and pictures. 
On which I cannot pause to make my stnctures. 

xcv. 

In this imperial hall, at distance lay 

Under a canopy, and there reclined 
Quite in a confidential queenly way, 

A lady; Baba stopp*d> and kneeling signed 
To Juan, who though not much used to pray, 

Knelt down by instinct, wondering in his mind 
What all this meant: while Baba bow'd and bended 
His head, until the cereillony ended* 
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xcvr. 

The lady rising up witb sacli an air 

As Venus rose with from the wave, on them 
Bent like an antelope a Paphian pair 

Of eyes, which put out each surrounding gem j 
And raising up an arm as moonlight fair. 

She sign'd to Baba, who first kiss'd the hem 
Of her deep-purple robe, and speaking low. 
Pointed to Juan; who ranain'd below. 

XGVII. 

Her presence was as lofty as her state ; 

Her beauty of that overpowering kind, 
Whose force description only would abate : 

I'd rather leave it much to your own mind. 
Than lessen it by what I could relate 

Of forms and features : it would strike yen blind 
Could I do justice to ^e full detail ; 
So, luckily for both, my phrases faik 

XCVIII. 

This much, however, I may add, — ^her years 

Were ripe, they might make six and twenty springs. 

But there are forms which Time to touch forbears. 
And turns aside his scythe to vulgar things. 

Such as was Mary's queen of Soots; true — tears 
And love destroy ; and sapping sorrow wings 

Charms Acorn the'chaimer, yet some never grow 

Ugly ; for instance— Ninon de TEndos* 

XCIX. 

She spake aome words to her attendants, who 
Composed a choir of girls, ten or a dosen. 

And were all clad alike ; Me Juan, too, 
Who wore their uniform, by Baba chosen : 

They formed a very nymph*like looking crew, 

Whi<^ might have calFd Diana's chorus " cousin,'* 

As far as outward show may correspond 

I won't be bail for any thing beyond, 

s 
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C. 

They bow'd obedience and wiAdiaw^ retiring^ 
Bat not by the Bape 4oaf tluMvogli wUch eame in 

Baba and Juan, which toet stood adminfft 
At some small distanee, all he sav wi£in 

This strange saloon, much fitted for inspiring 
Marvel and praise ; for both or none things win ; 

And I must say, I ne'er could see the veiy 

Great happiness of the " H'd Admrari.'^ 

Not to admire is all the art I kno4ir 

" (Plain truth, dear Murray, needs few flowers of speech) 

To make men happy, or to keep them so ; 

*' (So take it in the very words of Creech)." 
Thus Horace wrote we all know long ago ; 

And thus Pope quotes the precept to re -teach 
From his translation ; l|ut had nme 
Would Pope have sungi Horace been inspired 1 

Baba, when all the damsels were withdraw^ 

Motion'd to Juan to approach, and then 
A second time desired him to kneel down. 

And kiss the lady's foot ; which maxim wlien 
He heard repeated, Juan with a frown 

Drew himself up to his full height again. 
And said, ** U giiered him, but lie conid net Btoap 
** To any shoe^ unless it dhod Ae Pope/' 

. cm» 

Baba, indignant at tliis iUrtimed pride, 
Made herce remoiistraaces, and then a threat 

He mutter'd (but the last was gfaren aside) 
About a bowvstring — quite in vainf not yet 

Would Juan stoop, though ^tw«re to Mahomet's briAa : 
There's nolliing in the world like sti^ustts ^ 

In kingly chambers or imperial halls, * 

As also at the race aiid county balls. 

1 
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He stood ^ke Atlas^ with a worid of words 
About his ^m, and nathless would not htnA\ 

The blood of aU Ub line'e Castiliaii loyd» 
Boil'd in his yems, and rather Aan desc^fed 

To stain his pedigree, a thousand swords 
A thousand times of him had made an end ; 

At length perceiving the "/oot*' could not stand, 

Baba proposed that he should kiss the hand. 

CV. 

Here was an bonoon^le iso mp r e m i sej 
A half-way hoase of diplomatic rest, 

Where they might meet in much more peaceful guise ^ 

And Juan now his willingness exprest 
To use all fit and proper courtesies. 

Adding, that this was commonest and best. 
For through the south the custom still commands 
The gentleman to kiss the iady'a hand* « 

CVI* 

. And he advanced, though with but a bad grace, 
Though on more thnrough-bred or fairer fingers [8j 

No lips e'er left their transitory trace : 

On such as these the lip too fondly lingers> 

And for one kiss would fain imprint a brace. 
As you will see, if she you love shall bring hers 

In contact ; and sometimes even a fair stranger's 

An almost twelvemonth^s constancy endangers* 

cvn. 

The Jady eyed him o'er and o'er, and bade 

Baba retire, which he obeyed in style. 
As if well used to the retreating trade ; 

And taking hints in good part all the while. 
He whispered Ji«an not to be afraid^ 

And lookutg on him with a sort of smile. 
Took leave with soch a ftiee of satisfaction. 
As good men WW who'Te done a virtaooa action. 

s2 
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CVIII. */• 

Wlieii he was gone* there was a sudden changer 
I know aot what mi^ be the lady's thcmgl^t» 

Bat o*ef her bri(^ brow flashed a tumiilt strange. 
And into her clear didek the blood was bnmi^t. 

Blood-red as sunset summer doods which range 

The verge of Heaven ; and in her large eyes wrought 

A mixture of sensations might be scanned. 

Of half voiuptuousnesa and half command* 

CIX. 

Her form had all die softness ofher sex, , 

Her features all the sweetness of the devO, 

When he put on the cherub to perplex 

Eve, and paved ((jod knows how) the road to evil ; 
The sun himself was scarce more free from specks 

Than she from aught at which the eye could cavil ; 
Yet somehow there was something somewhere wanting. 
As if she rather ordmd than waagmndii^. 

Something imperial, or imperious, threw 
A chain o'er all she did ; that is, a chain 

Was thrown as 'twere about the neck of you,— 
And rapture's self will seem almost a pain 

With aught which looks like despotism in view : 
Our souls at least are free, and 'tis in vain 

We would against them make the ftesh obey— 

The spirit in the end will have its way* 

€XI. 

Her very smile was haughty, though so sweet j 

H«r very nod was not an inclination ; 
There was a self-will even in her small feet. 

As though they were quite conscious of her station— 
Thq^ trod as upon necks; and to complete 

Her state, (it is the custom of her nattoui) 
A poniard decked her girdle, as the sign 
8be was n sultan's bride (tkank Heaven not mine)* * 
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CXI I* 

To hear and to obey^' had been from birih 
The law of all around her ; to fuliil 
All phantasies which yielded joy ormirth, 

Had been her slaves' chief pleasure, as her will 
Her blood was high, her beauty searee of earth : 
^ Judge, then, if her caprices e'er stood still } 

Had she but been a Christian, Vve a notion 
^ We should have found out the perpetual motion.'^ 

CXIIl. 

Whatever she saw and oOvete.d was broiight ; 

Whatever she did noe see, if she supposed 
It might be seen, with diligence was sought. 

And when ^twas found straightway the bargain dosed : 

There was no end unto the things she bought. 

Nor to the trouble which her fancies caused ; 
Yet even her tyranny had such a grace. 
The women pardoned all except her face* 

. CXIV. 

Juan, the latest of her whims, had caught 

Her eye in passing on his way to sale ; 
She order'd him directly to be bought, 

And Baba, who had neVr been known to fail 
In any kind of mischief to be wrought, 

Haa his instructions where and how to deal : 
She had no prudence, but he had ; and this 
Eqilains the garb which Juan toclk anoss. 

cxv. 

His youth and features favoured the disguise. 
And should you ask how she, a sultan's bride. 

Could risk or compass such strange phantasies. 
This I must leave sultanas to decide : 

Emperors are only husbands in wives' eyes. 
And kings and consorts oft are mystified. 

As we may asmtmn with due precision. 

Some ezperienoet others by traditioiu 

s3 
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£ut to the main point where we have been tending f 
She DOW conceived all difficulties past. 

And deem'd herself extremely condescending 
Whe&y being made her property at last^ 

Withotit more preface, in net bine eyes blending 
Passion and power* a glance on him she casti 

And merely saying, Christian, canst thou loyet*' 

Conceived that phrase was quite enough to move* 

CXVII. 

« 

And so it was, in proper time and place ; 

But Juan, who had still his mind overflowing 
With Hiddee*s isle and soft Ionian face. 

Felt the warm blood which in his face was glowing 

Rush back upon his heart, which filled apace. 

And left his cheeks as pale as snow-drops blowing ; 
These words went through his soul like Arab-spears, 
So that he spoke not, but burst into tears. 

CXVIII. 

She was a good deal shock'di not shocked at tears. 
For women shed and use them at their liking ; 

But there is something when man's eye appears 
Wet, still more disagreeable and striking : 

A woman*s tear-drop melts, a man's half sears. 
Like molten lead, as if you thrust a pike in 

His heart to force it out, for (to be shorter) 

To them 'tis a relief to us a torture* 

CXIX.- 

^And she would have consoled, but knew not how j 

Having no equals, nothing which had e'er 
Infected her with sympathy till now. 

And never having dreamt what 'twas to bear 
Aught of a serious sorrowing kind, although 
. There might arise some pouting petty care 
To cross her brow, she wonder'd how so near 
Her eyes another's eye could shed a tear» 
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But nature teaches more than power can spoils 

And when a strong although a strange sensation 
Moves — female hearts are such a genial soil 

For kinder feelings, whatsoe'er their nation, 
They naturally pour the " wine and oil/' 

Samaritans in every situation ; 
And thus Gulleyaz, though she knew not why, 
felt an odd glwtomng moisture in her eye«« 

CXX I. ^ 

But tears must stop like all things else ; and soon 
Juan, who for an instant had been moved 

To such a sorrow by the intrusive tone 

Of one who dared to ask if ** he had loved/* 

Caird back the stoic to his eyes, which shone 
Bright with the vexy weakness he reproTod ; 

And although sensitive to beauty, he 

Felt most indignant still at not being free. 

CXXII. 

Gulleyaz, for the first time in her days. 
Was much embarrassed, never having met 

In all her life with aught save prayers and praise 
And as she also risk'd her life to get 

Him whom she meant to tutor in love's ways 
Into a comfortable t&te-a-tdte. 

To lose the hour would make her quite a martyr. 

And they had wasted now almost a quarter. 

CXX1II. 

I also would suggest the fitting tune» 
To gentlemen in any such-like case» 

That is to say — ^in a meridian clime. 

With us there is more law given to the case>. 

But here a small delay forms a great crime : 
So recollect that the eztremest grace 

Is just two minutes for your declaralion— - 

A moment more would hurt your reputaUoQ. 
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GXXIV* - 

Juan^s was good; and might have been still better^ 

But he had got Haidee into his head : 
However strange* he could not yet forget her, 

Which made him seem eTceedingly ill-bred. 
Oolleyazy who look'd on him as her debtor 

For havbg hitd him to her palace led, 
BegaB to bloidi up to the eyas* and then 
Grow deadly pale, and then Uosh baek again* 

At lenffth# in an imperial way» she laid 
Her liand on his, and ben<ung on ^ ^99, 

Which needed not an empire to pennade, 
Look'd into his for love, where none replies : 

Her brow grew black, but ^e would not npbnudf 
That being the last thing a prond wonuoi, tries; 

She rose and pausing one chaste moment, threw 

Herself upon his breast, and there she grew, 

CXXVl. 

Thb mm aii'aiidcward test, as Juan foond, 

But he was stuel'd fay sorrow, wrath, and pride : 
With gentle force hi^r white aims he unwoand. 

And seated her all drooping by his side. 
Then rising haughtily he glanced around, 

And looking coldly in her face, he cried, 
*' The prisoned eagle will not pair, nor I 

Serve a sultana's sensual phantasy. 

GXXVII. 

*' Thou ask'st if I can love be this the proof 

How much I have loved — that I love not thee! 
" In this vile garb, the distaff's web and woof 

•* Were fitter for me : Love is for the free ! 
" I am not dazzled by this splendid roof. 

** Whatever thy power, and great it seems to be, 
" Heads bow, knees bend, eyes watch around a throne. 

And bands ohif , our hearts are still our own." 
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• CXXVIII. • 

, This was a truth to us extremely trite. 

Not so to her who ne^er had heard such things ; 
She deemed her least command must yield delight. 

Earth being only made for qteens and kings. 
If hearts lay on the left side or the right, 

She hardly knew, to such perfection brings 
Legitimacy its bom votaries, "when 
Aware of their du royal rights o^er meiA. ^ 

CXXIX. 

Besides, as has been said, she was so fair 
As even in a much hifnibler lot had o&ade 

A kingdom or confnsion any where, 
And BlaOf as may be presumed, she laid 

Some stress upon those charms, which seldom are 
By the possessors thrown into the shade ; 

She thought hers gave a double right divine," 

And half of that opinion^s also mine. 

cxxx. 

Remember, or (if you cannot) imague. 
Ye ! who have kept your chastity when young, 

While some more desperate dowager has been waging 
Love with you, aud been in the dog-days stung 

By your refusal, recollect her raging I ^ 
Or recollect all that was said or sung 

On such a subject ; then suppose the face 

Of a young downright beauty in this case, 

CXXXL 

Suppose^ — ^but you already have supposed,-— 
The spouse of Potiphar, the Lady Booby, 

Fhedra, and all which story has disclosed 
Of good examples ; pity that so few by 

Poets and private tutors are exposed, 

To educate — ye youth of Europe — ^you by^I » 

But when you have supposed the few we uow, 

Ym can't suppose GuUeyas^ angry brow; 
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A tigress iobb*d of youBj^ a KonoWy 

Or any mteresting besit of prey. 
Are rimuieB at hand for the distress 

Of ladies who cannot have their own way; 
But though my turn will not be served with less. 

These don't express one half what I should say; 
Por what is stealing young ones, few or many. 
To cutting short their hopes of haTing any 1 

CXXXllU 

The love of offspring's nature's general law. 
From tigresses and cuhs to ducks and ducklings ; 

There's nothing whets the beak or arms the claw 
Like an invasion of their babes and sucklings | 

And all who have seen a human nursery, saw 

How motheralove thl^ir children's sqiuUls and chacklings^ 

And this strong extreme effect (to lure no longer 

Your patiencej shows the oaose rnuBt still be stsonger* 

CXXXIT. 

If I said fire flashed from Gulleyaz^ eyes, 

'Twere nothing — for her eyes flashed always fir#; 

Or said her cheeks assumed the deepest dyea^ 
I riiould but bring disgrace upon the- dyer. 

So supernatural was her passim's rise ; 
F<Ar ne'er ffil now she knew a checked desire : 

Even ye who know what a check'd woman is 

(Enoughs God knows !) would muek fall skort of liiie* 

/ CXXXV. 

Her rage waa but a minute's and *twas weU-^ 
A moment*s more had slain her ; but the wUle 

It lasted 'twas like a short glimpse of hell : 
Nought's more subUme than energetic bile. 

Though horrible to see, yet grand to tell, 
like ocean warrbg 'gainst a rocky isle ; 

And the deep passions flashing through her form 
«Made her a beautiful embodied storm. 
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CXXXVI. 

A vulgar tempest ^twere to a Typhoon 

To matdi a omiBion fury with her rage« 
And yet she did not want to reach the moon« 

like moderate Hotspur on the immortal {mge ; 
Her anger pitchM into a lower tuBe» 

Perhaps the bnlt of her soft sex and age— 
• Her wirii was but *'to kill, kill, kill,** like Learns, 
Aod then her thirst of blood was queuch'il in tears. 

CXXXVII. 

A storm it raged« and like the storm it pass'd. 

Passed without words— -in foot she could not speak : 

And then her sezfs shame broke in at last, 
A sestment in her till then bnt weak, 

But now it flow*d in natural and fast. 

As water through an unexpected leak. 
For she felt humbled, and humiliation 
Is sometimes good for people in her station. 

CXXXVlII. 

It teaches them lhat they are flesh and Uood, 

It also gently hints to them that others, 
Akhough of clay, are not yet quite of mud ; 

That urns and pipkins are but fragile brothers^ 
And works of the same pottery, bad or good. 

Though not all born of the same sires and mothers; • . 
It teaches — Heaven knows only what it teaches* 
But sometimes it may mend, and often reaches 

CXXXIX. 

Her first thought was to cut o£P Juan's head; 

Her second, to cut only his — acquaintance: 
Her third, to ask him where he had been bred j 

Her fourth, to rally him into repentance > 
Her fifth, to call her«maids and go to bed ; 

Her sixth, to stab herself; her seventh, to sentence 
The lash to Baba;-— but her grand resource 
Was to sit down i^^, and cry of course. 
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CXL. 

She thought to stab herself, but then she had 

The dagger close at hand, which made it awlward ; 

For eastern stays are little made to pad. 
So that a poniard pierces if 'tis stuck hard : 

She thought of killing Juan — but, poor lad ! 
Though he deserved it well for being ao backward^ 

The cutting off his head was not the art 

Most likely to attain heraini^his heart* 

CXLI.' 

Juan was moved : he had made up his mind 

To be impaled, or quartered as a dish 
Fpr dogSy or to be slain with pangs refined. 

Or thrown to lions* or made baits for fish. 
And thus heroically stood resigned. 

Rather than sin* except to his own wish : . 
But all his great preparatives for dying 
Dissolved like snow before a woman cryingr 

CXLII. 

As through his palms Bob Acrea' valour ooaed. 
So Juan^s virtue ebb'd, I know not how ; 
. And first he wondered why he ha4 refused ; 
And then if matters could be made up now | 

And next his savage virtue he aecnsed. 

Just as a friar may accuse his vow. 
Or as a dame repents her of her oath, 
Which mostly ends in some small breach of both* 

CXUII* 

So he began to stammer some excuses ; 
But words are not enough in such a matter. 

Although you borrowed all that e'er the Muses 
Have sung, or even a Dandy's dandiest chatter^ 

Or all the figures Castlereagh abuses ; 
Just as a languid smile began to flatter 

His peu.c(» was making;, but helore lie ventured 

Further, old Baba raihex briskly enter'd. 
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,CXLIV. 

Bride of the Snn; and Sister of the MoonT 
* • rTwas Au8 he spake,) and Empress of tfie Earth I 
Whose frown would put the spheres all out of tune> 
Whose smile makes all the planets dance with mirth, 

'* Your slave brings tidings — he hopes not too ioon— 

'* Which your sublime attention may be worth : 
** The sun himself has sent me like a ray 
To hint that he is coming up this way,** 

CXLV. 

Is it/* exclaim'd Chilley az, " as you say ? 

**I wish to Heaven he would not shine till morning ! 
** But bid my women form the milky way. 

** Hence, my old comet ! give th^ stars due warning— 
** And, christian ! mingle with them as you may, 

" And as you'd have me pardon your past scorning— 
Here they were interrupted by a humming 
Sound, and then hy a cry, The sultan's coming 

CXLVI.- 

First came her damsels, a decorous file. 

And then his highness' eunuchs black and white; 

The train might reach a quarter of a mile: 
His majesty was always so polite 

As to announce his visits a long while 
Before he came, especially at night; 

For being the last wife of the emperor, 

She was of course the ftSToorite of tiie four* 

CXLVII. 

His highness was a man of solemn port, 
Shawrd to the nose, and bearded to the eyes, 
• SnatchM from a prison to preside at court, 

His lately bowstmng brother caused his rise ; 

He was as good a sovereign of the sort 
As any mentioned in the histories ^ 

Of CantenuTy or Knolles» where few sUne 

Save Solyman» the glory of their line. [9] 

T 
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CXjUVUl. 

He went to mosque ifi Mte^VBAmiA Ut prayera 
With more tiiaa Oriental ecmpulosity 

He left to his vizier all state affairs, 
And show'd but little royal curiosity ; 
> I know not if he had domestic cares- 
No process proved connubial animosity ; 

Four wives, and twice five hundred maids, unseeOy 

Were ruled as calmly S3 a ohxistiaa queen. 

If now and then there happenM a slight slip. 
Little was heard of criminal or crime ; 

The story scarcely pass'd a single lip — 
The sack and sea bad settled all in time, 

From which the secret nobody could rip ; 
The public knew no more than (ioea thj^s rhyme ; • 

No scandals made the daily press a cuxse — 

Morals were b<9ll)er« and the £§ b no wfm^ 

He saw with bis own eyes tbe moon was round, 
Was also certain that tbe earth was square. 

Because he bad joumied tifty miles and found 
No sign that it was circujiar any whei^ ; 

His empire also was '«(ithout a bound : 
Tis true, a Unle trauhled here and thexse;, 

By rebel pachas, and eoiproacbing giaouri). 

But then they n^iar cwa to to^ Xowers 

Except i|i shape of em^ifh who wove sent 
To lodige these w]fM a vac broke out, swccosdtns 

To the true law of nations^ which ne'er meant 
Those scon^dgriwj who have never bad i^ippidio 

Their dirty diplomatie I^ands^ tp 
Their spleen in making etnie, ai|d safely woi4ip9 

Tbdr lies, yclept defpatqhes> without risk or 

The sbging of a single inky i^hisker. 
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He had fifty daughters and four dozen sons. 
Of whom all such as came of age were aiow'dt 

The former in a palace, where like nuns 
They lived till some Ba«haw was sent abroadt 

When she, whose turn it was, wedded at 09QQ» 
Sometimes at six yeani old-^though this seems odd, 

^ true; the reason is, that the Badiav 

Mttst make a present to hi« life in Iav« 

CLIIIg 

His sons Kfire kept in prisotu till they gr^Wt 

Of years to fill a bowstring or the iiwme, 
One or the other, but which oC the two 

Could yet be koowa unto the aloae I 
Meantime the education they went through 

Was princely, as the proofs hare always shown > 
So tbat uie heir apparent still was found 
No less deserving to be hang'd than crQwn'd* 

CLIV. 

* His Majesty saluted hia fourth 

With all the cereinoides of hw m)k* 
Who cleared her sparkling eyes and smooth'4 bet l»awfli» 
As suits a matron^who has playM a prank ; 

These must seem doubly mindful of their vows. 

To save the credit of their breaking bank : 
To no men are such cordial greetings given 
As those whose, wive^ b^e made them &t iox hettFet^ 

CLV. 

His Highness cast around his great bhck eyes, 

And looking, as he always lookM, perceived 
Juan amongst the damsels in disguise. 

At which he seem'd no whit surprised nor grieved. 
But just remark'd with air sedate and wise, 

While still a fluttering sigh Gulleyaz heaved, 
*' I see you've bought another girl ; 'tis pity 
'* That a mere christian should be half so pretty." 
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CLVI. 

This compliment, which drew all eyes upon 

The new-bought virgin, made her blush and shake* 
, . Her comrades, also, thought themselves undone ; 
, ^ Oh ! Mahomet ! that his Majesty should take 
* l^uch notice of a giaouTi while scarce to one 
VOf them his lips imperial ever qwke ! 
There was a general whisper^ toss, and wriggle. 
Bat etiquette forbade them all to giggle, 

CLVII. 

• 

The Tories do well to shat — at least, sometimes — 
The women up — because in sad reality^ 

Their chastity in these unhappy climes 
Is not a thmg of that astringent quality, 

Which in the north prevents precarious crimes, 
And makes our snow less pure than our morality ; 

The sun, which yearly melts the polar ice. 

Has (^uite the contrary effect ou vice. 

cjuyjix. 

Thus far our chronicle ; and now we pause. 
Though not for want of matter ; but 'tis time. 

According to the ancient epic laws, 

To slacken sail, and anchor with our rhyme. 

Let this fifth canto meet with due applause. 
The sixth shall have a touch of the sublime ; 
* Meanwhile, as Homer sometimes sleeps, perhaps 

You'll pardon to my muse a few short naps. 



Digitized by Google 



NOTES TO CANTO FIFTH. 



'Nate Ij^page 13$, stanza iii. 

Ths occaifi tbrtamu 

This expression of Homer has been much criticised. It 
hairdl^ answers to our atlantic ideas of the ocean, but is 
sufficiently applicable to the Hellespont and the Bospho- 
ms, idth the JEgean intersected with islands* 

Note page 184» stansa 

" The Giant's Grave/* 

** The Giant^s Oraye^' is a height on the Adriatic shore 
of the Bosphorus, much frequented by holiday parties : 
like Harrow and Highgate. 



Note 3f page 191» stanza x: 





EI 







And running out asjast as I was able* 

' The assassination aUuded to took plac^ on the eighth 
of December, 1820» in the streets <rf Br-~, not a hundred 
paces from the residence of the writer. The drcomstances 
were as described. 

Note 4| page 191, stanza xatziT. 

KiWd hyjwe buUete from an old g^n ban^eL 

There, was found close by him an old gun barrel, sawn 
half off : it had just been discharged, and was stiU warm. 
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Note 5» page X96, staiisa liii* 

Prepared for supper witk aghus of rum. 

In Turkey noduog is mare common than for the Mu- 
solmans to take aereral giaaaee of strong quiita by way of 
appetiaer. I have seen diem take as manv as six of raki 
Immibumtp and swear that ihey dined tte hetfr tar it; 
I tried the experiment, bat was hke the Scotchman, who 
having heard that the birds called kittiewiaka were admira* 
ble whets, ate six of them, and complained that **hewaino 
hungrier than when he hegaiu^ 

. * Note 6, page 196, stanza Iv. 

SpleiedidhuSLmknt, zatmrnm^whendeef/ieigt 
A wmrbte fountain eekoetm 

A common furniture. — I recollect being received by All 
Packa in a room containing a ma]jl>le basin and foantaing 

Note^7, page ld04» atansa Ixweii. 

The gate » epleadj^ VJoi i» ^UM^U^t^es. 

Feahnn of a gate^ mmifiml metaphor ; " the/es* 
ture upon which this question |i^g«t."'<F-S^ ti^ ''Ai4gO 
Family,^* or hear Castlereagh* 

Note 8, page 209,etma evi. 

Though <nk fwr§ .tboro]4gb-br«4 offwrerfingeru 
There is pfScjiieiM MKlwg distinctive of birth than 

the hand: it is tJnu^ Ijie oiUy si|p» it^ j>i994 
cracy c^ generate. 

Hole 9i page ii9, stssMr cstfv^ 

Scm SoUftnan, the glory of their line. 

It may not be wwor^y of reinBfk#that Bacon, in his 
essay on ^^^SOmm'm^ib^ laetathim 

line; o^ what authipri^ I know |io|i Tbi^ 
^ The detraction of Must aph^^ w%8. ^ fyw Solyin|u»> 
ibe, as tte saccesdon of the Torks nosa Solyman, untO 
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this day, it m0fm^if^i»Jf9t^^^P^ 
far tkat Solymus the S#Wttd ww *aiigbt to be supposi- 
tious.'' But Bacon, in kb hisloikal authonHW, » often 
inaccurate. I could give half % iom WMlanceafrom i» 
apophthegms only. . , „ a 

B«ing in the humour of criticism, I shall proceed, after 
Aj|Sr%entured upon the slips of Bacon, to touch on one 
two as trifling in the edition of the British Po^ts by the 
insilrMl^ated Campbell.— But I do this in good-wjll, 
Mik^iMfc it wili be so taken.— If any thing could add to 
my opinioii.of A« talents aad tme feeling^ of that gentle- 
min, it m»M be hip ^wm»9l, lw»e«t, ^tnunipbaiit de- 
fence of Pope, agaittrt Hie vulgtr^nt pt ibe dey, wd *te 
jKosting Grub-streets , . , • „ , 
The inadvertencies to wbm iMksm 
Firstly, in speaking of AfiMtey, whom he UMmses of 
havine taken " his leading characters from SmoMU An- 
stev'sSath Guide was published in 1766, SmoUett'sHim- 
VSv CUnker, (the only work of Smollett's from which 
Tabitha, &c. &c. cotdd have been taken) was written 
ditfine 'SnwlUU** last resuknce at Leghorn, in 1770.— 
" Ar^al if there has been any borrowmg, Anstey must 
bette creditor, and not the debtor. I refer Mr. CampbeU 
to his own-detain his lives of Smollett and Anstey. 

Secondly, Mr. Campbell says in the life of Cowper (note 
to page 358, vol. 7,) that " he knows not to wh6m Cowper 
alludes in these lines : 

** Nor he who, for the bane of ihouaands born, * 
Ballt God a churchy and laugh'd his word to leorn. 

Hie Calvinist meant Voltaire, and the church of Femey, 
ith iU inscription, " Deo erixit Voltaire." 
Thirdly, in the Ufe of Bums, Mr. C. quotes Shakspeare 

thus, — 

« To gild refined gold, to paint the rasp 
Or add fresh perflmw to the Tlolct.* 

This verfion by no means improves the original, which 
is as follows 

A« To cUd^ieeMdfold, to pMntthe Uly, 

Kiw John. 
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A great poet quoting another should be correct ; he 
should also be accurate, when he accuses a Parnassian 
Brother of that dangerous charge "borrowing:'* a poet 
had better borrow any thing (excepting money) than the 
thoughts of another — they are always sure to be reclaim- 
ed 3 out it is very hard, haying been the lender, to be de- 
nounced as the debtor, as is the case of, Anstey Yems 
Smollett 

As there is honour amongst thieves/' let there be 

some amongst poets, and give each his due, — none can 
afford to give it more than Mr. Campbell himself, who 
with a high reputation for originality, and a fame which 
cannot be shaken, is the only poet of the times (except 
Hogers) who can be reproached (and in km it is- indeed a 
reproach) with having written too Uuli^ ' 
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